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D + are the only Faſbiau in the World that are 
more diſliked for being univerſal ; and the Reaſon is, 
that they very jeldom fit the Perſons they were made 
for : But I hope to avoid the common Obloguy in this Ad- 
dreſs, by laying afide the Peet in every Thing but the Dra- 
matic Decor um of /uiting my Character to the Perſon. 
From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another Chas 
rafter in one of my former, People are willing to compliment 
my Performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, generous, eaſy, 
fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I muſt confc/s, has 4 
bent to that kind of Deſcription ; and my Feneration for you, 
Sir, may paſs for urqueſtionable, fince in all thejs happy 
Accompliſhments you come ſo near to my darling Character, 
abating his Inconſtancy. 
What an unſpeakable Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, when 
a happy Underſlanding comes in, to moderate the Defires of 
the firſt, and to refine up n the Advantages F4 the latter; 
when a Gent eman is Maſter of all Pleaſures, but a Slave to 
none; who hgs travelled, not for the ( uriofity of the Sight, 
but for the Igrovement of the Vind's Eye; and who returns 
Full of every ing but himſe'f fP— An d utbor might ſay a 
great deal mane, but a Friend, Sir, nay, an Enemy muſl al- 
low you this. _ b 
1 ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Modeſty, 
and your Senſe ; the fis, as a Cenſor upon the Subject, the 
ſecond, as a Cnitic upon the Stile: Hut 1 am obſlinate in my 
Purpoſe, and guill maintain what I ſay to the laſl drop of my 
Pen; which I may the more boldly undertale, baving all the 
World on my Side; nay, 1 have your very ſelf againſt you ; 
for by declining to hear your own Merit, your Friends are 
authorized the more to proclaim it. 
4A 3 | - Your 


6 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Yeur Generefity and Eaſineſs of Temper ts not only obvious 
in your common Affairs and Converſation, but more plainly 
ident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener and Dilater 
of the Mind, Mufic.— From your Aﬀetion for this geligbi- 
Jul Study, abe may deduce the pleaſing Harmony that is ap- 
parent in all ycur Aficns; and te aſjured, Sir, that a Per- 
Jon muſt be p'fſefjed of a wery divine Soul, who is ſo much in 
joe with the Entertainment of Angels. 

From your Encouragement of Muſic, if there be any Portry 
here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kinared, to your Fa- 
our and Affection. Yeu were pleaſed to honzur the Repre- 
Jentatien of this lay with your /ppearance at ſeveral Times, 
ao ich flattered my Hopes that there might te ſomething in it 
arbich your Good-nature night excuſe. With the Hencur I 
hrre-intend for myſelf, I liteauiſe conſult the intereſt of my 


Nation, by fegt ing a Perſen that is h much a Reputation 


and Credit to my Country, Befides all this, I was willing 
to make a landſime Compliment to the Place of my Pupilage ; 
ty inferming the World that fo fine a Gentlemen had the Seeds 
of his Faucation in the fame Univerſity, and at the ſame 
Time with, 
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of give you the Hiſtory of this Play, would but 
cauſe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble to no 
Purpoſe ; I ſhall only ſay, that I took the Hint from 
Fletcher's Wild Gooje Chaje ; and to thoſe who ſay that I 


have ſpoiled the Original, I wiſh no other Injury but that 
they would ſay it again. 


As to the Succeſs of it, I think it is but a Kind of Cre- 
mona Buſineſs, IJ have neither Loſt, nor Won. I puſhed 
fairly, but the French were prepoſſeſſed, and the Charms 
of Gallie Heels were too hard for an Engliſh Brain; but 
Jam proud to own, that I have laid my Head at the 
Ladies Feet, The Favour was unavoidable, fer we are 
a Nation ſo very fond of improving our Underſtanding, 


that the Inſtrudtion of a Play does no | IX" ang” it comes 


in Competition with the Moral of a Minzet, Pliny tells 
us in his Natural Hiftory, of Elephants that were taught 


to dance on the Ropes; if this could be made practicable 


now, what a Number of Sz4/criptions might be hid to 


bring the Great Mogul out of Fleer-firect, and make him 


dance between the Act, 1 
I remember, that about two Years ago, I bad a Gen- 
tleman from France * that brought the Play-houſe fome 
fifty Audiences in five Months; then why ſhould I be 
ſurpriſed to find a French Lady do as much? It is the 
rettieſt Way in the World of deſpifing the French King. to 
et him ſee that we can afford Money to bribe away his 


Dancers, when he, poor Man, has exhauſted all his Stock, 


in buying ſome pitiful Towns and Principalities : Cum mul- 
tis aliis, What can be a greater Compliment to our gene- 
rous Nation, than to have the Lady upon her Re-tozrito 


* Conftlant Couple. 
1 4 Paris, 


- — 


8 23. *-4AXE: 


Paris, boaſt of her ſplendid Entertainment in England, of 


the Complaiſance, Liberty, and Good-nature of a People, 
tat throng'd her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe had not room to 


flick a Pin; and left a poor Fellow, that had the Miſ- 


fortune of being one of themſelves, without one Farthing 
for balf a Year's Pains that he had taken for their Enter- 
tainment ? : x * 

There were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the firſt Night, 
that took the Hint from the Prologue to damn the Play; 
but they made ſuch a Noiſe in the Execution, that the 
Feople tcok the Outcry for a Repricve; ſo that the dar- 
eng Miſchief was over-laid by their over-fondneſs of the 
C hangeling : Tis ſomewhat hard. that Gentlemen ſhould 
Cebaſe th-mſelves into a Faction of a Dozen, to ab a 
ſingle Peiſon, who never had the Reſolution to face two 
Men at a Time; if he has had the Misfortune of any 
Miſunderſtanding with a particular Perſon, he has had a 

articular Perſon to anſwer it : But theſe Sparks would 
* remarkable in their Reſentment; and if any Body fall 
under their Diſpleaſure, they ſcarn to call him to a parti- 
cular Account, but will very honourably burn his Houſe, 
or pick his Pccket. 

The New-Houſe has perfectly made me a Convert 
by their Civility on my fixth Night: For to be Friends, 
and revenged at the ſame Time, I muſt give them a Play, 
that is, — when [ write another. For Faction runs fo 
high, that I could wiſh the Senate would ſuppreſs the 
Houſes, or put in force the Act againit bribin k ections; 
that Houſe which has the m ſt Favours to * will 
ce: tainly carry it, *ipight of all poetical Juſtice that would 
ſupport t'other. | 

i have heard ſome People ſo extravagartly angry at 


- this Play, that one would think they had no reaſon to be 


diſpleaſed at all; whilſt ſome (otherwiſe Men of good 


Senſe) have commended it ſo much, that I was afraid 
they ridiculed me; ſo that between both, I am abſolutly 


at a Loſs what to think on't: For tho' the Cauſe has 


come on fix Days ſucceſſively, 5 the Trial, I fancy, is 
not determined. When our 


evotion to Lent, and our 
Lady, is over, the Buſineſs will be brought on again, and 


. then we ſhall have fair Play for our Money. 


There 
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There is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, and 
a very good Critic, who ſaid of Mr. Wilks, that in this 
Part he out-afted himſelf, and all Men that he ever ſaw. 
J would not rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe Expreſſion of 
mine, of a Compliment that he ſo much deſerves, 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the Turn of Plot 
in the laſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevalier de Chaſtillon 
at Paris, and Matter of Fact; but the Thing is fo uni- 
verſally known, that I think this Advice might have been 
ſpared, as well as all the reſt of the Preface, for any good 
it will do either to me or the Play. 
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THE 


PROLOGUE, 


That was ſpoken. the firſt Night, received ſuch 
Additions from Mr. ——, who ſpoke it, 
that they are beſt if buried and forgot. But 
the following ProLoove is literally the ſame 


that was intended for the Play, and written 
by Mr. Moetteux. 5 


If KE hungry Gueſts, a fitting Audience looks ; 
Plays are like Suppers:: Poets are the Cooks. 
_ The Founders You: The Table is this Place: 
De Carvers we: The Prologue is the Grace. 
Bach Ad, a Courſe ; each Scene à different Diſh: 
Tho' were in Lent, I doubt you're ftill for Fleſh. 
Satire's the Sauce, high-ſeaſon'd, ſharp and rough ; 
Kind Maſſes and Beaux, I hope you're Pepper-procf. 
Wit is the Wine; but *tis ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Your ſurly Scenes, where Rant and Bloodſhed join, 
Are Butcher's Meat, a Battle's a Sirloin : 
Your Scenes of Love, fo flowing, ſoft and chaſſe, 
Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 
Baaudy s fat Veniſon, aubich tho" flale, can pleaſe ; 
Your Rates love Haut=Gouts, like your damn d French Cheeſe. 
Your Rarity fer the fair Gueſt to gape on, 
I yeur nice Squeaker, or Italian Capon; 
Or zour French Virgin-Pullet, garniſh'd round, 
And dreſi'd with Sauce of ſome Four hundred Pound. 
An Opera, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 
Farce is the Hay Pudding of the Stage, 
| For 


eeſe.. 


For 


Wild Fowl is lik'd in Play-houſe all the Year. 


PROLOGUE 11 


For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 

You can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage-coach Fare. 

A Paſicral's whipt Cream; Stqge-whims, mere Trafo 3 
And Tragi-comedy, half Fiſb and Fleſh. 

But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer ; 

This Night we hope you'll an Inconflant bear | 


And every Diſh ſearce pleaſes ev'ry Ouerh, 

If aught you reliſb. Ado not damn the reſt. 

This 8 crav'd, up let the Mufic ſtrike : 

Youre welcome al. Now fall to, here you" likes 


Yet fince each Mind betrays a diff*rent Taſte, c 


AG DRA- 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
| 1772. 4 
M E N. 


Old Mirabel, an aged Gent. of an 


odd Compound, between the 

Peeviſhneſs incident to his Years, > Mr. Shuter. 
and his Fatherly Fondneſs to- Yo 
wards his Son. 


Young Mirabel, hi; Son. Mr. Smith. 


Captain Duretete, an honeſt good- 
natured Fellow, that thinks him- > Mr. Woodward. 
ſelt a greater Fool than he 1s. 

Dugard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Gardner. 

Petit, Servant to Dugard, after- 
wards to his Siſter, MOL F bir. Gyſting, 


WOMEN. 


Oriana, a Lady contracted to Mi- 


rabel, who would bring him of Mrs. Leſingbam. 


Reaſon. 


Bi/arre, a whimſical Lady, Friend 2 27: | 
to Oriana, admired hos, 5 Miſs Mack/in. 


Lamorce, a Woman of Contrivance. Mrs, Dyer. 
Four Bravoes, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendangs. 
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An 
SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Dugard, and his Man Petit in Riding Hats. 


"0: 


ready BE ag 
Pu. How many will chere be of you, Sir? 
7 Dug. Let me ſec Mirable one, Duretete two, myſelf 
= 
Pet. And I four. 
Dag. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Familiarity! 


When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of better 
Company 
3 


IRRAH, What's a Clock? 

Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sir. 

Dug. No more! We have rid a ſwinging 
_ from Nemou#s fince two this Morn- 
! Petit, run to Roufſeau's and beſpeak 
er at a Lewis d'Or a Head, to be 


14 The Tuconſtant : 2 
1 but amon my Friends at Paris, 
5 roy omen ] This 


ber yoùr Diſtance ze — Sir. Exit. 

Fellow! s Wit was-neceflary abroad, but he's too canning 
for a Domeſtic; 1 mut dl ole öf him John Way elſe.— 
Who's here? Old Mirabel, and my Sister! my deareſt 


Sifter ! 2 "vi 
Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana. 

Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 

Dug. Monſieur Mirabel 1. 'm heartily glad to ſee you. 

Old. Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the Blood of the 
Mirabel, Lm your moſt humble Servant. 

Vug Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty Health about you, no ſign of Age 
but your filver Hairs, 

Old. Mir. Silver Hairs ! Then they are Quick-filver 
Hairs, Sir. . Whilſt. have golden e let, my Hairs 
be Silver an they will. Kücbod, Sir, I can dane, and 
fing, and drink, and— no, I can't wench. But Mr. Da- 
gard, no News of my Son Bob in all your Travels 2 

Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. 

Old. Mir. Come home! Bob come home By the 
Blood of the Mirabels, Mr, Fee what ſay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel Yeturn'd 

Dug. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him with- 
in this Hour or two, + - 

Old Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dated, preſently ſwear it. 

Dug. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morning, I 
left him at the Bagnicurs, being a little diſorder'd after 
riding, and k ſhall fee him again preſeutl). 

Old Mir. What! And the was aſhari'd to ifk aBleſling 

with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Woll, and how fares 
* young Rogue, ha? 
Dug. A fine Gentleman, Sir. He'll be his r 
1 * Mir. A fine Gentleman ! But is the Rogue une me 
11] ? 
Dug. Why, yes, Sir; heis very like his Mother, \and 
"as like you as moſt modern Sons are to their Fathers. 

Old Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that I begathim'? 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; you married his Mother, and he 
nnhents your Eſtate. He's very like you, upon my Word. 

Ori. And pray, . what's become of his honeſt 
Companion, Duretete ? 

Dug. 
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Dig. Who, the Captain ? The very fame, he went 


abroad; he's the only Frenchman | ever knew that could 
rot change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more obliged 
to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſttion, than for his 
own: for he's more happy in Duretete's Polly than his 
own” Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as Finger and 
Thumb; but the firſt Inſtance in the World, I believe, 
of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. N + 
Old. Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 
think ye ? | | | 
Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner for 
us at Nouſſeau s, at a Lewis d'Or a Head. n 
Ola Mir. A Lewis d'Or a Head! Well faid, Bes; by 
the Blood of the Mirabelt, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Du- 
gard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monfieur Rovfſiau be- 
tore his own natural Father? Eh! Heark'e Oriana, what 
think you, now, of a Fellow that can eat and drink ye a 
whole Lewis d'Or at a Sitting? He muſt be as ſtrong as 
irit in abundance. Before Gad [ 
don't wonder at thefe 'Men of Quality, that their own 
Wives can't ſerve*em. A Lewis d'Or a Head! *tis enough 
to ſtock the whole Nation with Baſtards, ?tis Faith. Mr. 
Dugzard, I leave you with your Siſter. [ Exit. 
Dug. Well, Siſter, I need not 'aſk you how you do, 
your Looks refolve me; fair, tall, well-ſhap'd 3, you're 
almoſt grown out of my Remembrance. a K 
Ori. Why, truly Brother, 1 look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my Toilet; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice, 
Green-ſickneſs, and the Small-pox; I eat three Meals a 


Pay, am very merry when up, and fleep ſoundly when 


Pm down, . , Le: > nes we 
Dag. But, Siſter, you remember that wpon.my,goin 
abroad you would chuſe this old Gentleman for your 
Guardian; he's no more related to our Family, than 
Prester Jobn, and J have no reaſon to think you miſtruſtedi 
my Management of your Fortune: Therefore pray be ſo 
kind as to tell me, wichout Reſervation, the true Cauſe of 
making ſuch a Choice. MEL ED 4 
Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a. Rambling, 
and twas proper, left I ſhould go a Rambling too, that 
ſomebody ſhould take care of me. Old Monfieur Mirabel 
is an hone Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, =p 
| | 4 
3 
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has a young Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company I like, 
and who has choſen him for ber Guardian as well as I, 

Dag. Who Madamoiſelle B:i/arre ? 

Ori. The ſame; we live merrily together, without 
Scandal or Reproach ; we make much of the old Gentle- 
man between us, and he takes care of us; we eat what 
we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, 
all the Weck we dance and fing, and upon Sundays go 
firſt to Church, and then to the 1 Brother, 


beſides theſe Motives for chuſing this Gentleman for my 


Guardian, perhaps I had ſome private Reaſons. 

Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, Siſter ; your 
Love to young Mirabel's no Secret, I can aſſure you, but 
ſo public that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. 

Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſhful ; 
tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thofe People are net aſham'd 


enough at their own Crimes, who have ſo many Bluſhes 


to ſpare for the Faults of their Neighbours. 
ug. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay 
Ori. Paw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſon, 
and 228 their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that 
our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat? Look'e, 
Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Tavern, and their 
Informer, Claret: They think as they drink, and ſwal- 
low Reputations like Loches ; a Lady's Health goes briſk- 
ly round with the Glaſs, but her Honour is loſt in the 


Toaſt. 


Dug. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething 

Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of the 
People's ſomething ; Marriage is my Thing, and I'll 
ſtick to't, | | : | 
_ Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry! He'll build 
Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho“ your Honour 
ſtood proof to his home-bred Aſſaults; you muſt keep a 


flricter Guard for the future: He has now got the 12 
2 


Air, and the Lalian Softneſs; his Wit's improved 
Converſe, his Behaviour finiſhed by Obſcrvation, and his 
Aſſurances confirmed by Szcce/5. Sifler, I can aſſure you 
he has made his Conqueſts ; and *tis a Plague upon your 
Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by thoſe very Men that 
you know have been falſe to others. 

Ori. Then why will you te'l me of his Conqueſts ? ou 
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I muft confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's Favour fo 
engaging as the Repute of a handſome Diſſimulat on; 
there is ſomething of a Pride to ſee a Fellow lie at our 
Feet, that has triumph'd over ſo many; and then, I 


don't know, we fancy he muſt have ſomething extraor- 


dinary about him to pleaſe us, and that we have ſome- 


'thing engaging about us to ſecure him; ſo we can't be 


uiet till we put ourſelves upon the lay of being both 
iſappointed. 

Dug. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle— x 

Ori. For God's Sake, Brother, tell me no more of his 
Faul's; for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: Say no 
more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands of Matri- 
mony, I'll ſpoil bis wand'ri g, I warrant him, I'll do his 
Bufiheſs that way, never fear. 

Dag. Well, Sift:r, I won't pretend to underſtand the 
Engagements between you aud your Lover; J expect, 
when you have need of my Counſel or Afiltance, you 
will let me kno more of your Affairs. Mirabel is a 
Gentleman, and as far as my Honour and Intereſt can 
reach, you may c mmand me to he Furtherance of your 


Happineſs : In the mean Time, Siſter, I have a great 


münd to make you a. Preſent of another humble Servant 
a Fellow that took up at Lyons, who has ſerv'd me ho- 
neſtly ever ſince. 
Ori. Then why will you part with him? 
Dug He has gain'd fo. inſufferably on my good Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fellow's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your Affair 


with Mirabel. Here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 


Well, Sir, have you been at Rouſſtau's ? 


Per. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there but Mr. 


Mirabel and the Captain, ha ching as warmly over a Tub 
of Ice, as two Hen Pheaſants over a Brood They 
would not let me beſpeak any thing, for they had dined 
before I came. 


Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhall fill 


continue kind to you; and if 2 Lady recommends 
your Diligence upon Trial, I'll uſe | 
| * you have Senſe enough to expect Preferment, —— 


my Intereſt to advance 


ere, Sirrah, here's ted Guineas for thee, get thyſelf a 
| Drugget 
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Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, and ſo—1 dub thee Gen- 
tleman Uſher. —Sifter, I mult put myſelf in repair, you 
may expect me in the Evening — Wait on your Lady 
home, Petr. [Exit. Dug. 
Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair! | 
Ori. No, no, ['ll walk home, tis but next Door. [ Excunt. 


SCENE à Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and 
Duretete rifing. from Table. 
Mir, Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Captain, 
we have eat heariuly, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and 
let it go for once, I lik'd every Thing but our Women, 


they look'd ſo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! "Tis a 


fare- ſign the Army is not paid. —Give me the plump 
Venetian, briſk and ſanguine, that ſmiles upon me like 
the glowing Sun, and meets my Lips like ſpark- 
ling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the Glaſs, and Spirit 
like the foaming Liquor. 
Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Itahy I grant you; but for our 
Women here in France, they are fuch thin Brawn fall'n 
Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed- fellow) of a Cane 
Chair. 

Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothin 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions ; we're fine indeed, 
ſo are our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men 
abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politic, non credo Seigneur: 
That our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Parrots, Aſ- 
ſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up ;—— There's 
nothing on this ſide the s worth my humble Service 
t'ye Ha Roma la Santa ! Ttaly for my Money ; their 
Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, Paintings, Mufic,: Poli- 
cies, Wine and Women! the Paradiſe of the World ;— 
not 'peſter'd with a parcel of preciſe old gouty Fel- 
' lows, that would debar their Children every Pleaſure that 
they themſelves are paſt the Senſe of: commend me to 
the 7ralian Familiarity : Here, Son, there's fifty Crowns, 
go pay your Whore her Week's Allowance. I 
Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that under- 
' Nand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
"Dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that a. 

: : s # 2 . 10 3 teh. * N ! , at 


The Way to win bim. 19 


But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think of a 
Dutch Woman ? 

Mir A Dutch Woman's too compact; nay, every 
Thing among em is ſo ; a Dutch Man is thick, a urch 
Woman is ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Dutch Dog is 
ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad-bottam'd ; and, in ſhort, one 


wou'd ſwear the whole Product of the Country were caſt 


in the ſame Mould with their Cheeſes. | 
1 Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Englißb 
adies. 

Mir. The Women of England were excellent, did they 
not take ſuch unſufferable Pains to ruin what Nature has 
made fo incomparably well; they would be delicate 
Creatures indeed, cou'd they but thoroughly arrive at 
the French Mien, or entirely let it alone; for they only 
ſpoil a very good Air of their own, by an aukward Imi- 
tation of ours; their Parliaments andy our Taylors give 
Laws to their three Kingdoms. But come, Duretete, let 
us mind the Buſineſs in hand; Miſtreſſes we mult have, 
and mult take up with the Manufacture of the Place, and 
upon a competent Diligence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris 
ſhall match the Valiant from Top to Toe. 

Dur. &y, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but what 
will become of your Friend; you know 1 am ſo plaguy 
baſhful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe Occaſions, that— 

Mir. Pſhaw, you muſt be bolder, Man: Travel three 
Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulneſs l A 
great luſty Fellow ! and a Soldier! fye upon it. $9 

Dur. Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a litt'e, 
—as thus, or thus now. hen I can kits abundantly, 
and make a ſhift to——but if they chance to give me a 
forbidding Look, as ſome Women, you know, have a 
deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes—or if they cry—what.d'ye 
mean; what d'ye take me for? Fye, Sir, remember 
who I am, Sir——A Perſon of Quality to be us'd at this 
Rate! I-gad I'm ſtruck as flat as a Frying-pan US 

Mir. Words o'courſe! never mind dem: Turn you 
about upon your Heel with a jantee Air; hum out the 
End of an old Song; cut a croſs Caper, and at her again. 

Dur. [imitates him.] No hang it, *twill never do. 
Oons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me up in an 
Univerſity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain anything by 

my 
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my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in their 
Heels !——Well, if ever I come to have Children of my 
own, they ſhall have the Education of the Country, they 
ſhall learn to dance before they can walk, and be taught 
to ſing before they can ſpeak. | 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Ha- 
zards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good Eſtate, 


look bluff, hector, you have. a good Side-box Face, a 
pretty impudent Face; fo that's pretty well.— This Fel- 


ow went abroad like an Ox, and is return'd like an Aſs. 
Lide. 
Dur. Let me ſee now, how I look. [ Pulls out a Pocket- 
Glafs, and looks on:] A Side-box Face, ſay you !—"Egad 
1 don't like it, Mirabel,—Fye, Sir, don't abuſe your 
Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face for the beſt Coun- 


teſs in Chriſtendom. 


Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as 1 ? 

Dur. Why, thou haft Impudence to ſet a one Face 
upon any thing, I wou'd change half my Gold for half 
thy Braſs, with all my Heart. Who comes here ? Odſo, 
Mirabel, your Father! 
| Enter Old Miravel. 

Old Mir. Where's Bob ? dear Bob? 

Mir. Your Blefling, Sir. 

Ola Mir. My Bleſſing! Damn ye ye young Rogue; why 
did no: you come to ſee your Father firſt, Sirrah ? M 
dear Boy, | am heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear Child, 
faith—Capt. Duretete, by the Blood of the Mirabe/s, I'm 
your's Well, my Lads, ye look bravely faita.— Bob, haſt 
got any Money left! 

Mir. Not a Farthing, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why, tnen | won't gi' thee a Souſe. 

Mir. I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtoles, | 
© Old Mir. Why, then here's tea more; I love to be 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it : —Well, and how 
d'ye like Ibaly, my Boys? 

- Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir; Rome, Naples, 
Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others—all fine. 

Old Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! And they ſay, that Chiari 
1s very fine too. 

Dar. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very — 
| Ir, 
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Air, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conſtitution in 
the World. | 

Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't; theſe raſcally Gazetreers 
have miſinform'd you. 

Old. Mir, Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were not we 
beaten there? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir! the Frereb beaten |! 

Old Mir. Why, how was it, pray ſweet Sir? 

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 

Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 

Mir, The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 

Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was 
a Looker on. 

Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards : 
here are no Germans to over-hear you ; why don't ye tell 
me how it was ? 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd up 
a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd Fellows in the 
Univerſe ; our Commanders at the Head of us, all Lace 
and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball] don't believe 
_ was a Man of 'em but cou'd dance a Charmer, Mor- 

leau. 

Old Mir. Dance! vey well, pretty Fellows, faith! 

Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, ard there 
ſaw pceping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive-colour'd 
Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

Dur. I-gad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of em, 
while 1 have Breath to fetch, | 

Mir. They were ſo civil, indeed, as to welcome us 
with their Cannon; but for the reſt, we found 'em ſuch 
unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew tir'd 
of their Company, and ſo we e' en danc'd back again. 

O12. Mir. And did ye all come back ? | 

Mr No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay'd behind. 

O d Mir. Why, Bob, why? f | 

Mir. Pſhaw—becauſe they cou'd not come that Night. 
—But come, Sir, we were talking of ſomething elſe ; pray 
how does your lovely Charge, the fair Oriana ? 

Old. Mir. Ripe, Sir, julk ripe; you'll find it better 
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell you. 
And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, if | had a 
Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apartment is ready, 

| and 
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and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt too, you ſhall com- 
mand the Houſe between ye, and I'Il be as merry as the 
belt of you. 

Mir. Bravely ſaid, Father. 
Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 
And ftarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs ; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
And make em revel o'er a Father's Grave, 
The Stock on which I grew does fliil diſpenſe 
Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch; 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown; 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


The End of the Firf ACT. 
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SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


© Oriana and Riſarre. 


By. ND you love this young Rake, d'ye? 
Ori. Yes. 

Bi. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 

Ori. I can't help it. ; 

Biy. What's the Matter wi'ye ? 

Ori. Paw! 

Bi. Um !—befbre- that any young, lying, ſwearing, 
flattering, rakehelly Fellow ſhould play ſuch Tricks with 
me, 1 wou'd wear my Teeth-to the Stumps with Lime and 
Chalk.—Q, the Devil take all your Cafſandras and Cles. 
patras for me, —Prithee mind your Airs, Modes, and 
Faſhions ; your Stays, Gowns and Furbelow?:, Hark'e, my 
Dear, have you got home your furbelow'd Smocks yet? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, Bi/arre;z you know I can be as 
mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my Head. 

Biſ. Pſhaw! wou'd he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſy.— I warrant now, you'll play the Fcol 
whemhe comes, and ſay you love him; eh! : 5 
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Ori. Moſt certainly I can't diſſemble, Bi/arre ;'—— 
belides, dis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Bi. Contrafted! alack-a-day, poor Thing. What you 
have Chang'd Rings, or broken an old Bread-piece be- 
tween you! Heark'e, Child, han't you broke ſomething 
elſe between ye? | 

Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. 

Bi. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept that 
in my Power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fellow in 
France, Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a little coquet- 
ting with all my Heart! my Buſineſs ſhould. be to break 
Gold with my Lover one Hour, and crack my Promiſe 
the next; he ſhou'd find me one Day with a Prayer-book, 
in my Hand, and with a Play-book another. He ſhou'd: 
have my Conſent to buy the Wedding-ring, and the next 
Moment wou'd I laugh in his Face. | 

Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon my 
Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, I wou'd ſoon 
throw the Contract out o' Doors; but the Miſchief on't 
is, | am ſo fond of being ty'd that l'm forc'd to be yall, 
and the Strength of my Paſhon keeps down the Inclination 
of my Sex. But here's the old Gentleman. 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old. Mir. Where's my Wenches | where's my two lit- 
tle Girls: Eh! Have a care, look to yourſelves, faith, 
they're a coming, the Travellers ate a coming, Well! 
which of you two will be my Daughter-in-Law now? 
Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, Mad+cap? Mirabel is a 
pure wild Fellow. ; 

Bi/. I like him the worſe. 

Old Mir, You lie, Huſley, you like him the better, in- 
deed you do: What ſay you, my t'other little Filbert ? he! 

Ori. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for himſelf, Sir. 

Od Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid ; and ſo he ſhall. 
Enter Mirabel ad Daretete, they /alute the Ladies. 


Bob. Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe Girls, Sirrah. 
Mir. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe, | 

Bi). | Aide] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 

Ola Mir. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter 
me ?—Come, Sir, take your Choice, -Duretete, you ſhall 
have your Choice too; but Robin ſhall chaſe firſt, - Come, 
Sir, begin. | $4 

Mir. 
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Mr. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe—let me lee. 

Old. Mir. Well! which d'ye like! | 

Mir. B: th. 

Old Mir.. But which will you marry ? 

Mir. Neither. 

Old Mir. Neither—Don't make me angry now, Bob; 
pray don't make me angry,—Look'e, Sitrah, if I don't 
dance at your Wedding to-morrow, I ſhall be very glad 
to cry at your Grave. 

Mir. That's a Bull, Father. | 

ui Mir. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir, 

_ make thee a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a 
eaſt ? | | 

Mir. Your Pardon, Sir. Tonly meant your Expreſſion. 

Old Mir. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers: I won't be angry this Time. 
Bat Oons, if ever you do't again, you Raſcal, remember 
what I ſay. 

Mir. Paw, what does the old Fellow mean by mew- 
ing me up here with a Couple of green Girls? Come, 
Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you han't forgot. 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I han't forgot, I have brought 
you a thouſand little Ytallas Curioſities; I'll aſſure yon, 
adam, as far as a hundred Piſtoles would reach, I han's 
* the leaſt C ircumſtance. 
ri Sir, you m iunderſtand me. 

Mir. Odſo, the Relics, Madam, from Reme. I ds 
remember row you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my 
Departure; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like it; 
was it not, Madam ? | | | 
Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent, [ Exit. 
- Mir. She was coming full Mouth upon me with her 
Contrat— Would 1 might difpatch tother. | 

Dur. Mirabel that Lady there, obſerve her, ſhe's 
wond 'rous pretty faith, and ſeems to have but few 
Words; I like her mainly; ſpeak to her, Man, prithee 
ſpeak to her. 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declares — 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
What the Devil do you mean, Man ? a 

if; 


Fa- 
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Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as an 

Angel. 

ur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I ſay no ſuch 
Thing : Are you mad, Miralel ? Why, I ſhall drop down 
with Shame. 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your Lady- 
ſhip may like him as well as he does you, I think it pro- 
per to leave you together. [Going, Duretete ho/ds him, 

Dur. Hold, hold - Why Mirabel, Friend, ſure you 
won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Prithee 
ſpeak to her for yourſelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, that 
a Frenchman ſhou!d want Impudence ! 

Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam—She's deaf, 
Captain, 

Dur. | had much rather have her dumb. 

M:r. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes ſome 
extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which moves 
us with Curioſity to enquire the Subject of your Ladyſhip's 
Contemplation. Not a Word ! 

Dur. | hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if ſhe be, 
ſhe's mine this Moment. — Mirabel, d'ye think a Woman's 
Silence can be natural ? ; 

Bi/. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which preceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubitable, 


| and proceed only upon Admittance— 


Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here? 
Plato in Petticoats. 


Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 
own Mother-tongue, ; 

Bi). *Tis expoled to Invalidity from a contradictory In- 
ſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and 1s in- 
fnite in its Termination, 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. 

Dur, Axioms ! Axioms ! Self evident Principles. 

Bi/. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is pre- occu- 
pate,—O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon my Cogitae 
tion; I was involv'd in a profound Point of Philoſophy ; 
but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being ſatisfy'd that 
the Subject is not agrecable to your Sparks, that profeſs 
the Vanity of the Times, L Exit. 

Mir, Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear, 
Daretete ? Do'ſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity ? 

Vor ll, B Dar. 
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Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own Talent 
to a T. I'Il match her in Dialectics, faith. I was ſeven 
Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with Barbara, Ce/a- 
runt, Darii, Ferio, Bara/iptcn, Did you never know, Man, 
that-'twas Metaphyſics made me an Aſs? It was, faith, 
Had ſhe talk'd a Word of Singing, Dancing, Plays, 
Faſhions, or the like, I had founder'd at the rd Step; 
but as ſhe is — Mirabel, with me Joy. | 

Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely reſolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow-ball, *twill be a Conquelt 
above the Alps. ls | 

Dur But will you promiſe to be always near me ? 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Mhy then, you ſhall ſee me in two Moments 
make an Induction from my Love to her Hand, from 
her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, 
and fo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice, 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is enter'd, 
— But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; now ſhall ! 
be teiz'd to death with this old faſhion'd Contract. [ 
ſhou'd love her too, if 1 might do it my own way, but 
ſhe'!l do nothing without Witneſſes forſooch. I wonder 

Women can be io immodeſt. 
Enter Oriana, 

Well, Madam, = d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mir. "Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 
ſway'd by Inclination. | 

Ori. Have you forgot our Con'raR, Sir? 

Mir. All | remember of that Contract is, that it was 
made ſame three Years ago, and that's enough in Con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. "Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recollect the paſſing of it; 
for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the Force of 
the Obligation, 

Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the 
Will, are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a Slave to 
my Paſſion when I paſs'd the Inftrument ; but the Reco- 
very of my Freedom makes the Contract void. 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which 
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was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to your 
own Deſires has not the Virtue of a forcible Conſtraint : 
And you will find, Sir, that to plead your Paſſion for the 
killing of a Man, wall hardly exempt you from the 
Juſtiee of the Puniſhment, 

Mir. And fo, Madam, you make the Sin of Murder 
and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, becauſe that 
Hanging and Matrimony are ſo much alike. 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I expected 
from the Raillery of your Humour, but I hope for very 
different Sentiments from your Honour and Generoſi:y. 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, *tis at 
your Service, with all my Heart: III keep you a Coach 
and fix Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep 
my Honour to myſelf; for J can aſſure you, Madam, 
that the Thing called Honour 1s a Circumſtance abſolutely 
unneceſſary in a natural Correſpondence between Male 
and Female, and he's a Mad-man that lays it out, conſi- 
dering its Scarcity, upon any ſuch trivial Occaſions. 
There's Honour requir'd of us by our Friends, and Ho- 
nour due to our Enemies, and they return it to us again 
but I never heard of a Maa that left but an Inch of his 
Honour in a Woman's keeping, that could ever get the 
leaſt Account on't.—— Conſider, Madam, you have no 
ſach Thing among ye, and 'tis a main Point ot Policy te 
keep no Faith with Reprobates—thou art a pretty little 
Reprobate, and ſo get thee about thy Buſineſs, 

Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the Gaiety 
of your Temper; your Travels have improv'd your Ta- 
lent of Talking, but they are not of Force, 1 hope, to 
impair your Morals, 

Mir. Morals! Why there tis again now—lT tell thee, 
Child, there is not the leait Occaſion for Morals in any 
Buſineſs between you and I—-— Don't you know, that of 
all Commerce in the World there is no ſuch Cozenage 
and Deceit as in the Traffic between Man and Woman; 
we ſtudy all our Lives long how to put Tricks upon one 
another What is your Butineſs now from the Time you 
throw away your artificial Babies, but how to get natu- 
ral ones with the molt Advantage No Fowler lays 
abroad more Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his 
Prey, than you do to catch poor innocent Men—Why do 
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ſit three or four Hours at your Toilet in a Morning? 
only with a villainous Deſign to make ſome poor Fellow 
a Fool before Night. What are your 1 Looks, 
your ſtudied Air and Affectations, but ſo many Baits and 
Devices to delude Men out of their dear Liberty and 
Freedom ?— What d'ye figh for? What d'ye weep for? 
What d'ye pray for? Why, for a Huſhand : That is, you 
implore Providence to, aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious 
Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his Creatures a Fool, and 
the Head of the Creation a Slave. 

Ori. Sir, 1 am proud of my Power, and am reſolv'd 
to ule it. 

Mir. Hold, hold, Madam, not ſo faſt— As you have 
Varicty of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; ſo we 
have Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations of all Sorts and 
Sizes to make Fools of you. As you are very ſtrange 
and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are allow'd as unaccount- 
able Ways of managing you. And this, in ſhort, my 
dear Creature, is our preſent Condition. I have ſworn 
and ly'd briſkly to gain my Ends of you; your Ladyſhip 
has patch'd and painted violently, to gain your Ends of 
me.—But, ſince we are both diſappointed, let us make 
a drawn Battle, and part clear on both Sides. 

Cri, With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my Contract, 
and I'll never ice your Face again, 

Mir. Indeed I won't, Child. 

Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t'other ? 

Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to 
be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 

Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir ? 

Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance ; look'e, 
you ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as good 
let me do you a Kindneſs as a Stranger. 

Ori. Sir, you're a—— 

Mir. What am I, Miſtreſs ? 

Ori. A Villain, Sir? 

Mir, I'm glad on't—lI never knew an honeſt Fellow in 
my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Occaſions. 
Ha'n't you drawn yourſelf now into a very pretty Di- 
lemma ? Ha, ha, ha; the poor Lady has made a Vow of 
Virginity, when ſhe thought of making a Vow for the 
contrary. Was ever poor Woman ſo cheated into ny ae ? 

ris 
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Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends as 
owerful, and both ſhall be put to che Teſt, to do me 
uſtice. 

Mir. What! you'll force me to marry you, will ye? 

Ori, Sir, the Law ſhall. 

Mir. But the Law can't force me to do any Thing elle, 

can it? 

Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee - Monſter. | 

Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then—Don't cry, Child, and 

you ſhall have your Sugar-plumb»—Come, Madam, d'ye 
think [ could be ſo unreaſonable as to make you faſt all 
your Lite long? No, I did but jeſt, you ſhall have your 


Liberty; here, take your Contract, and give me mine. 
Ori. No, I wor't. 


Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do 
my ſelf Juſtice; and ſince I muſt not depend upon your Love, 
I'll be reveng'd, and force you to marry me out of ſpight. 

Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; and make a 
moſt confonnded Huſband, 

Ori. O Sir, I ſnhall match ye: A good Huſband makes 
a good Wife at any Time, 

Mir. I'll rattle down your China about your Ears. 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you in Debt 
for more 


Mir. Your Face-mending Toilet ſhall fly out of the 
Window. 

Ori, And your Face-mending Periwig ſhall fly after it. 

Mir. il tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 
when you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have a Penny 
to buy a Bottle of Harts-horn. 

Ori. And you, Sir, ſhall have Harts-horn in abundance. 

Mir. Ill keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach- 
Horſes. 

Ori. And I'll keep as many Gallants as you have Grooms, 

Mir. i'll lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your Back. 

Mir, But, ſwect Madam, there is ſuch a Thing as a 
Divorce, 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a Thing as Ali- 
mony, ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit, 

Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devil 
B 3 there's. 
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there's their Refuge—o' my Conſcience, one wou'd take 
Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the Wo- 
men are ſo handſomely rewarded for'. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to a large Parlour in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 

Dur. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay ? 

Pet. O Sir, the has a Tongue as long as my Leg, and 
talks ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always ſpoke Ve ſb. 

Dur. That's an odd Language, methinks, for her Pni- 
loſophy. 5 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day without 
ſpeaking a Word, and tak Oracles all the while by the 
Wrinkles of her Forehead, and the Motions of her Eye- 
brows, 

Dur, Nay, I ſhsll match her in philoſophical Ogles, 
faith; that's my 'talent: I can talk beſt, you mult knox, 
when I ſay nothing. 

Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir ? 

Dur. Laugh? Won't ſhe endure laughing ? 

Pet. Why ſhe's a Critic, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for fear 
it ſhould pleaſe ber; and nothing keeps her in Humour 
but what gives her the Spleen, And then for Logic, 
and all that, you know 

Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing 
hard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain her. 

Pet. Then place yourſelf behind this Screen, that you 
may have a View ot her Behaviour before you begin. 

Dur I long to engage h-r, leſt I ſhou'd forget my Leſſon. 

Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir. I muſt fly. 

[Exit Pet. and Dur. lands peeping behind the Curtain. 
Enter Biſarre and Maid. 

Biſ. [With a Boat] Pihaw, hang Books, they four our 
Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complections, 

[{ hroxvs away the Book, 

Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all Arifotie, 

Bi. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
there's no body near us. 

| Enter Fider. 

Dur. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 

Bi. Here, Friend, a Minuet !—quicker Time; ha— 
wou'd we had a Man or two. 


Dur. 
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Dur. [Stealing away.) You ſhall have the Devil ſooner, 
my dear dancing Philoſopher. 

Bij. Uds my Life! Here's one. 

[ Runs to Dur. and hales him back. 

Dur. Ts all mv learn'd Preparation come to this? 

Biſ. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd that's my good 
Boy —you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
Come, ſtrike up —I know you dance well, Sir, you're 
f1ely ſhap'd for't Come, come, vir; quick, quick, 
you miſs the Time elſe, 

Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 

Bi. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, come. 

Dur. But we were talking of Dialectics. 

Eiſ. Hang Dialedics— —Miod the Time——quicker, 
Sirrah, [To the Fidler] Come—and how d'ye find your- 
ſelf now, Sir ? 

Dur, In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, Patent, all the better; Come, 
Sir, fing now, ſing, I know you ſing well; I ſee you 
have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato Face. 

Dur. Who, I ſing ? | 

Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir—but come, fit down, cloſer, 
cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine——Come, Sir, fa, la, 
lay; ſing, Sir. 8 | 

Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Bi. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me a 
Bumper—here, Sir, bleſs the King. 

Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions.— By this 
Light, ſhe'll-make me drunk teo. | 

Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 
higher Now, Sir, can you drink a Health under 
your Leg ? 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi/. Come, off with it to the Bottom. 
d'ye like me, Sir? 

Cur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Bi. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſometimes 
ſplenetic and heavy, then gay and frolicſome. And how 
d'ye like the Humour ? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
for 1 am heartily tired. 

Bi). Fye upout; a young Man, and tir'd! up for 

B 4 ſhame , 
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ſhame, and walk about, Action becomes us—a little faſter, 
Sir — What d'ye think now of my Lady La Pale, and 
Lady Coguet, the Duke's fair Daughter? Ha! Are they 
not briſk Laſſes? Then there is black Mrs. Bellair, and 
brown Mrs. Bel/face. 

Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 

Bi/. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not always 
deſpicable—O Lard, Sir, if young Mrs, Bagatell had 
kept herſelf fingle till this Time o'Day, what a Beauty 
there had been! And then, you know, the charming 
Mrs. Monkey/ove, the fair Gem of St. Germains. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. - 

Bi. And then you muſt have heard of the Erglifh 
Beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman— 

Dur. . a Syllable on't, as I hope to be ſaved, 
Madam. 0 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 

Dur. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. 

Bi. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand ? Quick, 
quick, diſpatch-—Odfſo, may be you are ſame Gentleman's 
Servant, that has brought me a Letter, or a Haunch of 
Veniſon. | 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 

Bi/. O; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſ- 
took you, upon my Mord: you are one of the travelling 
Gertlemen—ard pray, Sir, how do all our impudent 
Friends in Laly? | 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more ſe- 
rious Intention than your Entertainment has anſwered, 

Biſ. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 
greateſt Aff ont imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſions 
may turn it to a Compliment : Your Viſit, Sir, was in- 
tended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of which 
Mr, Mirabel and you ſo handſomely laid the Plot, — Mar- 
ry No, no, I'm a Man of more Honour. Where's your 
Honour ? Where's your Wen g now? Ads my Lite. 


Sir, I have a great Mind to kick you, - Go, go to your 
Fellow-Rake now, rail at my Sex and get drunk for 
Vexation, and write a Lampoon—But I muſt have you 
to know, Sir, that my Reputation is above the e—_ 
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of a Libel, my Virtue 1s ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe 
whoſe Opinion is my Intereſt: And for the reſt, let them 
talk what they will ; for when I pleaſe I'll be what L 
pleaſe, in ſpight of you and all Viankind ; and fo my 
dear Man of Honcur, if you be tir'd, con over this Leſſon, 
and fit there till I come to you. [ Runs off, 

Dar, Tum ti dum. [Sings] Ha, ha, ha, Ads my 
Life : I have a great Mind to kick you !—Oons and Con- 
fuſion ! | Szarts up] Was ever Man fo abus'd? - Ay, Mira- 
bel ſet me on, 

Enter Petit, 

Pet. Well, Sir, how d'ye find yourſelf ? 

Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come to 
abuſe me? I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 

[Petit runs off, and Dur, after him. 
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ACT N. 


SCENE continues. 
Old Mirabel and the Young.. 


Ola Mir. B OB, come hither, Bos. 


Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 

Old Mir, Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 

Mir, That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, 
for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father, 

Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave—I 
tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, 
and I love thee heartily; and a very great Villain, and 
I hate thee mortally. | 

Mir, Villain, Sir! Then JI muſt be a very impudent 
one, for I can't recollect any Paſſage of my Life that I'm 
aſham'd of, 

Old Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; do'ſt ſee this 
Picture? [ Shewws him à little Picture. 

Mir. Oriena's? Pſhaw! h 

Old Mir. What, Sir, won't you look upon't ?—PBeb, 
dear Bob, prithee come hither ngy—Do'ſt want any Mo- 


ney, Child ? 
| Bg Mir, 
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Mir. No, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee; come here 
now How can'ſt thou be fo hard-heaited, an unna- 
tural, unmannerly Raſca! (don't miſtake me, Child, I 
a'n't angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-natur'd 
dear Rogue? Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, and cries for 
thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs for thee, the poor little 
Heart of it is like to burſt Come, my dear Boy, be 
8 like your own Father, be nowW— and then 
ee here, read this 
with ten thouſand Pound to her Portion —— ten thouſand 
Pound you Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue ; how 
dare you refuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, you im- 
pudent Raſcal? | 

Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? 

Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten 
thouſand Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound, Sir. | 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, 
Sir! l'n a Poſt for Ita this Moment, 

Old Mir. Ah! the Feliow knows I won't part with 
him, Well, Sir, what have you to ſay? 

Mir. 'The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage 
has had in the World, is enough to fix it for a pub- 
lic Good, and to draw every body into the commen 
Cauſe; but. there are ſome Conſtitutions like ſome In- 
ſtruments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they make tole- 
rable Muſic by themſelves, but never do well in a 
Conſort. 

Old Mir. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet 
it is Nonſenſe to; for tho? you ſhou'd reaſon like an 
Angel, if you argue yourſelf out of a good Eſtate, you 
talk like a Fool. 

Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Cræmſu, you leave me but a Beggar far 
want of my Liberty, 

Old Mir. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard? 
*Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education? was it to 
diſpute me out of my Senſes? Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane? You'!l ſay 'tis white, and ten 
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Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it; my Read- 


ing was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 

Old Mir. There he has me again now. But, Sir, did 
not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. Lo oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; 
wa'n't that an Obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe | wou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. 

O/d Mir. How is that, Sir ? 

Mir. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I was born. 

Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours; and 
tho' you may convince my Reaſon that you are in the 
right, yet there is an old Attendart of Sixty-three, 
call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits in Italy 
ſhall ever be able to ſhake: ſo, Sir, you're a Wit, and 
I'm a Father; you may talk, but Ill be obey'd. 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman than 
the Father; they firſt give us Breeding that they don't 
underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors *cauſe we are 
wiſer than themſelves. But I'm a little aforehand with 
the old Gentleman. (4/iar.] Sir, you have been pleas'd 
to ſett'e a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year upon me; in 
return of which, I have a very great Honour for you and 
your Family, and ſhall take care that your only and 
beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make him hate his Fa- 
ther, or to hang himſelf. So, dear Sir, I'm your very 
humble Servant [ Runs off 

O/d Mir. Hete, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain! 

Enter Dugard. 

Dug. Ab, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 

Old Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

Old Mir. What have you to do with my Words? I 
have iwallow'd my Words already, I have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at *em, Sir? 

Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: *Tis but mentioning your 
injur'd Ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately, 

O. Mir. Sir, your Sitter was a fooliſh young Flirt to 

truſt 
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truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, like 
him. 

Dug. Cry you Mercy, old Gentleman, I thought we 


| ſhou'd have the Words again. 


Old Mir. And what then? *Tis the way with young 
Fellows to ſlight old Gentleman's Words, you never 
mind em when you ought.——1 ſay, that Bob's an honeſt 


Fellow, and who dares deny it ? 


Enter Biſarre. 

Fi/. That dare I, Sir: I ſay, that your Son 1s a wild, 
foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb; and were I 
abus'd as this Gentleman's Siſter 1s, I wou'd make it an 
—_ Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Family. 

1g. Come, Sir, tis no Time for trifling, my Siſter 
is abus'd; you are made ſenſible of the Aﬀront, and your 
Honour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. 

Old Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 
theſt. I will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it muſt be after 
my own rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but myſelf. 
For altho' Robin be a ſad Dog, yet he's no body's Puppy 
but my own, 

Bil. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old Gentle- 


man—[ beedling him.) We will be good then, if you'll 
join with us in the Plot, 


Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, what Plot 
ean you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty-three ? 

Biſ. A Plot that Sixty-three is only good for, to bring 
other People together, Sir; a Spaniſb Plot leſs dangerous 
than that of Eighty-eight, and you mult act the Spaniard 
*cauſe your Son will lealt ſuſpect you; and if he ſhou'd, 


your Authority proces you from a Quarrel, to which 


Oriana 15 unwilling to expoſe her Brother. 


Old Mir. And what. Part will you act in the Buſineſs, 


Madam ? 
Biſ. Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect 


Changeling: theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 


preſently; the Fellows no ſooner tura Knaves, but we 
turn Fools: But 1 am ſtill myſelf, and he may expect 


the moſt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe I neither love him, 


nor hate him. [ Exit. 


Old Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs Paradox; but, Sir, who 
mult open the Matter to him? 
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Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer-General. And 
here he comes. 

Enter Petit. 

Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries; are all Friends abon 
us ? f 

Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 

Pet. You muſt know, Sir, —od's my Life, I'm out 
of Breath ; you muſt know, Sir,—you muſt know— 

Old Mir. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? 

Pet. That I have [Pants and blows) brib'd, Sir, 
brib'd—your Son's Secretary of State. 

p Old Mir. Secretary of State !—who's that for Heav'n's 
ake ? * 

Pet. His Valet-de-Chambre, Sir? You muft know, 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's 
Clothes, and when he went to duſt the embroider'd Suit, 
the Secret flew out of the right Pocket of his Coat, in a 
whole ſwarm of your Crambo'Songs, ſhort-footed Odes, 
and long-legg'd Pindarics. 

Od Mir. Impoſſible! 

Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; tbere was 
Oriana in every Line, but he hates Marriage. Now, Sir, 
this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we ſhall know by 
the Strength of that how to proceed farther. 

Come, Sir, lets about it with ſpeed, 

"Tis Expedition gives our King the Sway; 

For Expedition to the French give way 

Swift to attack, or ſwift—to run away, 


Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing carelgſily by one another. 


Bi/. [Lf] I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this Fellow 
to like him? 

Mir. [ Afide.] I wonder what my Friend can ſee in this 
Girl to admire her ? 

Bi/. | Afiae.) A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake-hell. 

Mir. [ Aſide.] A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad- 


ap. 

Bi/. Whom do you mean, Sir? 

Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam? 

Bi/ A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
for a human Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to hang 
himſelf, 

Mir. 


[ Exeunt. 
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Mir. There is a Way, Madam, to force me to that 
Reſolu ion. | 

Bi/. I'll do't with all my Heart. 

Mir. Then you muſt marry me. | 

Bi/. Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill Manners to me 
ſhall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by fixing 
a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent ; for I'm 
reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make you a Panegy- 
ric, that ſhall mortify your Pride like avy modern Dedi- 
cation. 

Mir. And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, ſhall 
hardly give you thanks for your Trouble, | 

Bij. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Foundation 
you have for your dear Sufficiency, VII take you to 
pieces. | 

Mir. And what Piece will you chuſe ? 

Bi/. Your Heart, to be ſure; *cauſe ] ſhou'd get pre- 
ſently rid on't; your Courage I wou'd give to a Hector, 
your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an At- 
torney, your Body to the Phyſicians, and your Soul to its 
Maſter. 

Mir, I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of the Dutcheſs 
of Burgundy; methought the Furbelows of her Gown 
were pinn'd up ſo high behind, that J cou'd not ſee her 
Head for her Tail. 

Bij. The Creature don't mind me! do you think, Sir, 
that your humourous Impertinence can divert me? No, 
Sir, 'm above any Pleaſure tat you can give, but that 
of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, my Friend, 
my injur'd Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you 
ſhall be a Huſband as much as the Rites of Marriage, and 
the Preach of *em can make-you. 

[ Here Mirabel pulls out a Virgil, and reads to himſelf 
f evhi/e fbe ſprats. 

Mir, [Reading.] At Regina do e, (quis fallere palſit 
amaulem? 

Diſſmmulare etiani ſperaſi, pte fide tantum [Very true,} 

Poffe nefas. | 
By your Favour, Friend Virgil, iwas but a raſcally 
Trick of your Hero to forſake poor Pug ſo inhumanly. 

Bj. I don't know what to ſay to him, The Devil 
what's Virgil to us, Sir ? 

Mir. 


av 


hu 


that 


The Way to win him. 39 


Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt ag#ropcs in the 
World—for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the very Place 
where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and the forſaking 
Lady are battling it Tooth and Nail. Come, Madam, 
ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll take an eaſier Me- 
thod : I'll be Anta now, and you ſhall be Dido, and we'll 
rail by Book. Now for you, Madam Dide. 


Nec te nofter amor, nec te data dextera guondant, 
Nec Maritura tenet crudeli funere Dido —— 


Ah, poor Dido“ [ Looking at ber. 

BJ. Rudeneſs, Aﬀronts, Impatience! I cou'd almoſt 
ſtart out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon as 
long as his to fight him upon the Spot. What ſhall IL 
fay ? | 

Mir. Now ſke rants. 

Due quibus anteferam? jam jam nee Maxima Juno. 

Biſ. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited 
away. 

Mir. * — right, Madam, the very Words. 

B And ſome pernicious Elf leſt in the Cradle with 

human Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. 

[ Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by Degrees. 


Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibas horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanæ que admirunt Ubera Tigres. 


Bi/ Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels,— - 

Mir. [Excellent] I /equere Italiam wentis, pete regna 
fer undas, | 

Sero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Numina poſſunt. 

| [ 7 ogether again. 

Bi/. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your Make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the Touch 
of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
2 me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at 

im. 

Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; I'll write 
the Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the Part: But 
you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf into a Fit; 
for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Vapours, drops into 


the Arms of her Maids; and the cruel, barbarous, de- 
| ceitful 
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ceitful Wanderer, is in the very next Line call'd Pour 
AEneas.— There's Authority for ye. 


Sorry indeed /Zneas ſtood 
To ſee her in a Pout; 

But Jo ve himſelf, who ne'er thought good 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 

Commands him off with all his Crew, 


And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Runs off. 


Bi/. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree- 
able Fellow. O' my Conſcience I muſt excuſe Oriaza. 


That Lover ſoon his angry Fair difarms, 
W hoſe Slighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms, 


Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks, 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no where to 


be found ? 
Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. What's the Matter, Petit? 

Pet. Moſt critically met — Ah, Sir, that one who has 
follow'd the Game ſo long, and brought the poor Hare 
juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Murgrel Cur chop in, 
and run away with the Puſs. 


Mir, If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 


be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 

Pet. Plain, plain, Sir, Your Miſtreſs and mine is 

going to be marry'd. 
ir. I believe you lye, Sir. 

Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Going, 

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, fay you? 

Pet. No, Sir, *tis no Matter; I only thought to do 
you a Service,. but I ſhall take Care how I confer my 
Favours for the future. 

Mir. Sir, I beg ten thouſand Pardons. [ Bewing low. 

Pet. Tis enough, Sir,—I come to tell you, Sir, that 
Oriana is this Moment to be ſacrificed ; marry'd paſt Re- 
demption. 

Mir. 1 underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Huſband out of 
Spight to me, and then out of Love to me ſhe will make 
him a Cuckold; 'tis ordinary with Women to marry one 
Perſon-for the Sake of another, and to throw themſelves 
iato the Arms of one they hate, to ſecure their Pleaſure 
with the Man they love. But who is the happy Man? 

Pet, 


Jour 
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Pet. A Lord, Sir. 

Mir. l'm her Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant; a Train 
and a Title, hey! Room for my Lady's Coach, a Front- 
row in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, Lights for her 
Honour..-Now muſt I be a conſtant Attender at my Lord's 
Levee, to work my Way to my Lady's Couchee=—a 
Counteſs; J preſume, Sir. 

ret. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew 
abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs Yeſterday, 
marries her To-day, and whips herinto Spain To-morrow. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and mult | follow my Cuckold over 
the Pyrenee: Had ſhe marry'd within the Precincts of a 
Billet-doux, I would be the Man to lead her to Church; 
but as it happens, Il forbid the Banns, Where is this 
mighty Don ? 

Pet. Have a Care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grained 
Piece, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd you 
apply to Mr. Dugard, or the Lady herſelf, ſomething 
might be done, for it is in Deſpight to you, that the 
Buſineſs it carry'd ſo haſtily. Odfo, Sir, here he comes. 
I muſt be gone. [ Exits 


Enter Old Mir, dr:fjed in a Spaniſh Habit, /zading Oriana. 
Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better ſuited 
your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and Circum- 
ſtance, expoſe me as the public Theme of Raillery, and 
ſubject me ſo to injurious lage, my Lord, that I can lay 
no Claim to any Part of your Regard, except your Pity. 

Old Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence ? 

Shew me the Man 

And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge 

Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 

Is this Thing one? [Strutting up to Mirabel. 

Mir. Sir? 

Ori. Good my Lord. 

Old Mir. It he, or any he! 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. 

O14 Mir, O your Pardon, Sir,—but if you had—re- 
member, Sir,—the Lady now is mine, her Injuries are 
mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me Come, 
Madam. [Leads Oriana zo the Door, he goes off, Mir. 
4 runs to his Father, and pulls him by the 
Sleeve, Mir. 


*> 
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Mir. Ecoute, Monſieur Le Count. 

Ola Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sir? 

Mir. Boh! | 

Old Mir. Boh! What Language is that, Sir? 

Mir. Spaniſh, my Lord. 

Old Mir. What d'ye mean? 

Mir. This, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 

O/d Mir. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly I' bully 
him, —T rinidade Seigneur, give me fair Play. 

[Offering io riſc. 

Mir. By all Means, Sir, [Tales aw+y his Sword] Now 
Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtian Face 
your Countſhip wore juſt now? [Strikes him. 

Old Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right !—But hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſting ; 
I'm your Father, Sir, your Father ! 

Mir. My Father! Then by this Light I could find 
in my. Heart to pay thee. [Aide] Is the Fellow mad? 
Why ſure, Sir, I ha'n't frigh:ed you out of your Senſes? 

Old Mir. But you have, Sir, 

Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. - 

[ Offers to firike him, 

Ol Mir. Why, Rogue — Bob, dear Bob, don't you 
know me, Child? 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted: 
Thou Miracle of Impudence! wou'dſt thou make me 
believe that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father wou'd 
go a Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon of Threeſcore 
and Three would run about in a FooPs Coat to difgrace 
himſelf and Family? Why, you impudent Villain, do 

ou think I will ſuffer ſuch an Aﬀeront to paſs upon my 

onour'd Father, wy worthy Father, my dear Father ? 
*Sdeath, Sir, mention my Father but once again, and III 
{end your Soul to thy Grandfather this Minute! 
[Offering to ſtab him, 
Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſaucy, hectoring 
Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 

Old Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we have 
- got nothing but Blows ſince we began to take their 

art. r ' 


Enter 
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Enter Dugard, Orian?, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs e 
Mirabel, the reft to the Old Gentleman. 
Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father ! 
Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad? 
Give me Way, Sir, I won't be held. 
Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 


Offering to go. 

Mir. My Father! . 

Old Mr. Ay, you Dog's Face! I am your Father, 
_ I have bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever 
did, | 
Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a Deſign, 
a Contrivance, a Stratagem—Oh! how my Bones ach! 

Cld Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 

Mir. Why, Sir, han't I been beating my own Fleſh 
and Blood all this while? O, Madam, [To Oriana.] I 
wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity, Here was 
a Contrivance indeed. : 

Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 
impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don ©uixote 
battle for you bravely? My Father will anſwer for the 
Force of my Love. 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your 
own creating. 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I 
ſtand tamely now. ¶ Comes up between Mirabel and his 
Siſler]! Well, Sir! 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord face at me? 

Dug. On -what Preſumption, Sir, dare you aſſume 
thus ? [ Draws. 

Old Mir. What's that to you, Sir. [ Draws. 

Pet. Help! help! the Lady faints. 

[Oriana fa'l; into ber Maid's Arms. 

Mir. Vapours! Vapours ! ſhe'Il come to h-rſelf: If it 
be an angry Fit, a Dram of A Fenda —lf Jealouſy, 
Harts-horn in Water-—lf the Mother, burnt Feathers— 
If Grief, Ratifa— If it be ſtrait Stays, or Corns, there's 
nothing like a Dram of plain Brandy, 

Ori. Hold off, give me Air——O my Brother, would 
you preſerve my Life, endanger not your own; would 
yal 
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ou defend my Reputation, leave it to itſelf; *tis a dear 
indication that's purchas'd by the Sword; for tho' our 
Champion proves victorious, yet our Honour is wounded, 
Old Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, that's 
another Thing. But I think you are pretty briſk again, 
my Child. 
Ori. Ay, Sr, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence 
to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of your Sex, 
excuſes this Artifice in ours. 


For often, when our chief Perfetims fail, 


Our chief Defeats with fooliſh Men prevail. [ Exit, 


Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a way 
ſtill left to fetch him again. 


Old. Mir. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation 
to Spain. 

Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever ; my Sword ſhall 
do her Juſtice, | 

Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him thro? 
the Body; you run her thro? the Heart at the ſame Time. 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Head—rot your Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 

Pet. What if ſne pretended to go into a Nunnery, and 
ſo bring him about to declare himſelf ? 

Dug. That I muſt confeſs has a Face. 

Old Mir. A Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's my 
Life, Sir, 'tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chriſtendom. 
We'll about it immediately. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, The Street, 


Duretete and Mirabel. 


Dur. [In a Paſſion.) And tho' I can't dance, nor ſing, 
nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know I can, Sir, 

Mir. I know thou can'ſt, Man. 

Dur. 'Sdeath, Sir, and I will: Let me ſee the proudeſt 
Man alive make a Jeſt of me? 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends, 

Dur. Danc'd to Death ! Baited like a Bear! Ridicul'd ! 
threaten'd to be kick'd ! Confuſion! Sir, you ſet me on, 
and Iwill have Satisfaction; all Mankind will point at me. 

Mir. [Aſide.] 1 muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome Paſ- 
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ſage, or 'twill break upon my own Head—Look'e, Dure- 
tete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh at? 
Enter two Gentlemen. 

Dur. At me, to be ſure Sir, what made you laugh at me? 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry, we had 
a private Reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve mo, 
] won't be nam'd ; it ſhan't be mention'd, not even whiſ- 
per'd in your Prayers at Church, Sdeath, Sir, d'ye ſmile? 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl in a Barn, or 
a Friar with his Crown a ſhaving. 

Mir. [ 4fide to the Gent.) Don't be bully'd out of your 
Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll ſtand by you. 

1 Gen. I gad and fo we will, 

Both. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Very pretty. [Draws.) She threaten'd to kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murder ye. [ Fights, and 

beats them off, Mir. runs over to hit Siat. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you had 
him, noble Captain; hey, they run, they run, Victoria, 
Vitoria=Ha, ha, ha- how happy am I in an excellent 
Friend! Tell me of your Virtuoſo's and Men of Senſe, a 
parcel of ſour-fac'd ſplenetic Rogues—a Man of my thin 
Conſtitution ſhould never want a Fool in his Company : 
I don't affect your fine Things that improve the Under. 


| ſtanding, but hearty laughing to fatten my Carcaſe : And 


in my Conſcience, a Man of Senſe is as melancholy with- 
out a Coxcomb, as a Lion without a Jackal; he hunts 
for our Diverſion, ſtarts Game for our Spleen, and per- 
ftefly feeds us with Pleaſure. 


I hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give Reaſons for whate er he ſays, 
The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſa full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 
Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 85 
6 Not 
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Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 

But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
W ho ſlill is merry, but does ne'er deſign it; 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beit; 
And his moſt grave Expreſſion is a Jeſt, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


* 


Nc c c eee 


ATT. AV. 


SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dug. HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy 

to the Plot: Your Son has been there, but 
had no Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, 
and there my Siſler refus'd to ſee him. He went off 
more nettled at his Repulſe, than I thought his Gaiety 
could admit, 

Cid Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant ye. 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Here, where are ye all =O! Mr. Mirabel, you 
have done fine Things for your Poſterity—And you, Mr. 
Dugard, may come to auſwer this—I come to demand my 
Friend at your Hands; reſtore him, Sir, or [Te Old Mir, 
O Mir. Reſtore him! What d'ye think I have got 
him in my Trunk, or my Pocket! 

Dar. Sir, he's mad, and you're the. Cauſe on't, 

Old. Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when 
I begot him. 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean ? 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your 
Siſter yonder to talk like a Parrot thro a Cage ? Or a De- 
coy-duck, to draw others into the Snare ? Your Son, Sir, 
becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken the World! 

and in three Words, has 
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Old. Mir, Hang'd himſelf! 

Dur. 'l he very ſame, turn'd Friar. 

Old Mir. You lye, Sir, 'tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
Friar !—Why ſhould the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh Crown 
when the ſame Razor may cut his 'Throat ? 

Dur. If you have any Command, or you ary Intereſt 
over him, loſe not a Minute: He has thrown himſelf 
into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me to paygoff 
his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. | 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſacrifice 
the Abbat, if he receives him; I'll try whether the Spi- 
ritual or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to the 
Child, — But, dear Captain, what has he done with his 
Eſtate ? | 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

Ola. Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't 
get him out of their Clutches Ten thouſand Livres a 
Year upon the Church! [is downright Sacnlege—Come, 
Gentlemen all Hands to work ; for half that Sum, one 
of theſe Monaſtries ſhall protect you a Traytor from the 
Law, a Rebellious Wife from her Huſband, and a Dit- 
obedient Son from his own Father, [ Exit, 

Dug, But will ye perſaide me that he's gone to a Mo- 
naſtery ? 

Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Filles Repenties ? I tell 
you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of repenting Maids. 

. Dug. Why fo, Sir? 

Dar. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other ; ſhe's too old 
to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 

[Exit ; Dug. after him, 


SCENE, the Infide of a 1 41 Oriana in a Nun's 
Habit; Biſarre. 


Ori. I hope, Bi/arre, there is no harm in jeſting with 
this Religious Habit. 
Ba. Tome, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking it 
in earneſt : I don't underſtand this impriſoning People with 
the Keys of Paradi/e, nor the Merit of that Virtue which 
comes by Conſtraint. —Befides, we may own to one an- 
other, that we are in the worſt Company when amon 
ourſelves; for our private Thoughts run us into thoſe 
Deſires, which our Pride reſiſts from the Attack of the 
l , World ; 
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World ; and, you may remember, the firſt Woman met 
the Devil when ſhe retir'd from her Man. 

Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortification 
of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit becomes me, 

Bij. A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that makes 
a Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did before! 
—Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in becoming 
Dreſs, our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd ; for our 
Toilets would do the Work of the Altar; we ſhou'd all 
be canoniz'd. 

Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me- 
rit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to the Ser- 
vice of Religion ? 

Bij. Not Ralf ſo much as devoting 'em to a pretty Fel- 
low : If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this World, 
why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our beautiful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our handſome 
Perſons ; they become a Box at the Play, as well as a 
Pew in the Church, 

Ori. But the Viciflitude of Fortune, the Inconſtancy 
of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, require ſome 
Place of Religion, for a Refuge from their Perſecution. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any Devo- 
tion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes it only 
for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion conſiſts 
in Charity whh all Mankind ; and that you ſhould never 
think of being Friends with Heaven, till you have quar- 
relled with all the World. Come, come, mind your 
Bufineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, and hold him 
to't; give freſh Orders that he ſhan't ſee you : We get 
more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, than by expoſing 
them; a very Maſk, you ſee, whets Deſire; but a Pair 
of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate fire double upon 'em, 
with View and Diſguiſe, But I muſt be gone upon my 
Affairs, I have brought my Captain about again. 

Ori. But why will you trouble yourſelf with that Cox- 
comb ? 

Bi/. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb ; had I not better have a 
Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than a Lover 
like yours, to make a Fool of me. [ Knocking below.] A 
Meſlage from Mirabel. I'll lay my Life. [She runs to tht 
Door. | Come hither, run, thou charming Nun come m_ 
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Ori. What's the News ? [ Runs to her, 
Bi/. Don't you ſee who's below ? 
Ori. I ſee no body but a Friar. 
B.. Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid ! O' my Conſcience, 
theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtant!y ! the fellows 
no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Fools, A Friar! 
Don't you ſee a villainous genteel Mien under that Cloak 
of Hypocriſy, the looſe careleſs Air of a tall Rake-helly 
Fellow ? 
Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Friar ! I hope, in 
Heaven, he's not in earneſt. 
Bi}. In earneſt : Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt? Now's 
your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken for a Paſſ- 
ort, to get in and try your Reſolutions ; ſtick to your 
Habit, to be ſure ; treat him with Diſdain, rather than 
Anger; for Pride becomes us more than Paſſion : Remem- 
ber what I ſay, if you wou'd yield to advantage, and hold 
out the Attack ; to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure. 


The cunning Gameſters never gain too faſt, 


But laſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. [ Exit. 


Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how; I don't fear him, but I miſlruſt myſelf; 
wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not have him gone 
neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, but I love to ſee 
him tho”, 


What a flrange Poruer has this fantaſtic Fire, 
That makes us dread yen what wwe moſt defire ! 


Enter Mirabel in a Friar's Habit. 

Mir. Save you, Siſter—Your Brother, young Lady, 
having a regard for your Soul's Health, has ſent me to 
prepare you for the ſacred Habit by Confeſſion. 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [ Ade. ] My 
Brother's Care I own; and to you, ſacred Sir, I confeſs, 
that the great crying Sin which I have long indulg'd, and 
now prepare to expiate, was Love My Morning Thoughts, 
my Evening Prayers, my Daily Mufings, Nightly Cares, 
was Love! My preſent Peace, my future Bliſs, the Joy of 


Eerth, and Hopes of Heaven! I all contemn'd for Love! 


Mir. She's down:ight ſtark mad in earneſt ; Death and 
Confuſion, I have loſt her! [ 4/dz.] You confeſs your 
Vol. II. C Fault, 
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Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I could al- 
moſt be in love with the Sin. 
Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are their 


own Rewards; my chief Delight became my only Grief ; 


he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart ſecure, tu:n'd 
Robber, and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that he kept. 

Mir. Perbaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, that 
like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe. 

Ori. No, holy Father: who can be a Miſer in another's 
Wealth, that's prodigal of his own ? His Heart was open, 
ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become 
of mine! But the ſame eyes that drew this Paſſion in, ſhall 
ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear my Vow.— 

Mir. [Diſcovering bimſelf.] No, my fair Angel, but let 
nie repent; here on my Knees behold the Criminal, that 
vows Repentance his. Ha! No Concern upon her ! 

Ori. This Turn is odd, and the Time has been, that 
ſuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpris'd me into ſome 
Confuſion. 

Mir, Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now return'd 
to myſelf, for | want but Pardon to deſerve your Favour, 
and here Pl] fix till you relent and give it. 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why would you act a 
Thing to make you kneel, Monarch in your Pleaſures to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wand'ring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc'd to the E cringing of a bended Knee ? Servile 
and Poor !—Pray Heav'n this Change be real. [ A/ede. 

Mir. I come not here to juſtify my Fault but my Sub- 
miſſion, for tho' there be a Meanneſs in this humble Poſ- 
ture, 'tis nobler ſtill to bend when Juſtice calls, than to 
reſiſt Conviction. 

Ori. No more——thy oft repeated violated Words re- 
proach my weak Belief, 'tis the ſevereſt Calumny to hear 
thee ſpeak ; that humble Poſture which once cou'd raiſe, 
now mortifies my Pride ; how can'ſt thou hope for Pardon 
from one that you affront by aſking it? 

Mir. Riſes.] In my own Cauſe I'll plead no mere, but 
give me leave to intercede for you againit the bard Injunc · 
tions of that Habit, which for my Fault you wear, 

Ori. Surpriſing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pretends 
to give me Counſel; but 1 am too warm upon ſo cool a 
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Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix'd! but as our Hearts 
were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, ſo I ſhall ſpare 
{ome Tears to the Separation. ¶ Weeps.) That's all; farewel. 

Mr. And muſt | loſe her? No. [ Runs and caiches her, ] 


Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler Argu- 
ment of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you refule ; 


you're mine by Pre- contract: And where's the Vow ſo 
ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my_ Love, your 
Oath, and plead my Cauſe 'gainſt all Monaſtic Shifts 
upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you prophane theſe 
holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my paſt D.1- 
grace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, wou'd 1 
provoke the Law : Urge me no farther, but be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. [ Knee/s, 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where, -where's this counterfe.t Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confuſion | I'm ruin'd ! 

Mir. What do I hear? [| Puts on his Hood ) What did 
you ſay, Sir! 

Old Mir. I ſay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be an- 
other for ought | know, Sir; 1 have lot my Child by 
theſe T'ricks, Sir. | 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir? OY 

Old. Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 
to bring my Son to Reaſon, and it his made hm ſtark 
mad ; 1 have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year, 

Mir. | Diſcovering bimſelf.] My dear Father, 1'm your 
molt humble Servant, 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, | Runs and 4ifjes him.] Welcome 
ex Inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, ſhe's no more a 
Nun that 1 am, 

Mir, No! 

Old Mir. The Devil a bit. 

Mir, Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the moſt 
happy News—Aud now moſt venerable holy ſiſter. [ Knzels. 


Your Mercy and your Pardon 1 implore, 
For the Offence of aſking it before, 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, be 

a Nun in good earneſt; Women mate the beſt Nuns al- 

ways when they car.'t do etherwi2. Ah my dear Father, 
1 8 
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there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that you little 
think ; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows as I, makes 
more Ladies Religious, than all the Pulpits in France. 
Ori. O! Sir, how unheppily have you deſtroy'd what 
was ſo near Perfection! le is the Counterfeit that has 
deceiv'd you. 

Old. Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. 

Mir, Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Friar this 
Moment. 

Old Mir. Was ever an old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brace 
o'young ones; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, 
and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſap- 
pointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 

[Takes off ber Habit. Exit. 

Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſerv'd a 
turn for us both, and they ſhall e'zen go off together, 

[ Takes off his Habit. 


Thus the el Wre!ch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 
And finding all Eſſays for life are wain ; 
When the Phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. | 
What Vows to Heaven, wou'd Heaven reflore his Health ! 
Vows all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth : 
But if reftor'd to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais'd and Well, 
Fut the weak Soul relapſes into Ill; 
To all its former Swing of Lif? i. led, 
And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
Exit, throwing away the Habit. 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete with 


a Letter, 
Dur. [Reads 
M Y Kudeneſs was on'y a Proof of your Humour, which | 
have found Jo agreeable, that I own myſelf penitent, and 


willing to mate any Reparation upon your firſt Appearance t1 
HM BISARRE, 
Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it; then 
farewel Gallantry, aud welcome Revenge; 'tis my turn now 

to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, I warrant her. 
Euter 
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Euter Biſarre. 

Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me? 

Bi/. hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty of— 

Dur. Of what ? of a dancing Devii !l——Do you love 
me, I ſay? 

Biſ. Perhaps I— 

Dar. Wat? 

Bi/. Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ila! abus'd again! Death, Woman, Ill —— 

Bi/. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! 

Dur. Confirm i it then by your Obedience, ſtand there 
and ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood and Soul were 
like to fly out st your Eyes ——Firſt, the direct Surpriſe 
She /ooks full upon him ) Right; next the Deax yeux par 
obligue. (She give him the de Glance.) Right; now 
depart, and langu (She turns from him and looks over 
be Shoulder. ) == well; now ſigh. (She fighs.) Now 
drop your Fn on purpoſe. (She drops her Fan.) Now take 
it up again: Come now, confeſs your Faults ; are not 
me a proud ſay after me. 

Biſ. Proud. 

Dur. Impertinent. 

Bi. Impertinent. 

Dur. Ridiculous. 

Bi. Ridiculous. 

Dur. Flirt. 

Biſ. Puppy. 

ur. Zoons! Woman, don't provoke me, we are alone, 
and you don't know but the Devil may tempt me to do 
you a Miſchief ; ak my Pardon immediately. 

Bi. I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, have you got e'er a Handkerchief ? 

Biſ. Yes, Sir. 

Dur, Cry then, handſomely; cry like a Queen in a Fra- 

gedy. [She pretending io cry, burſts out a laughing, and 


enter tzwo Ladies laughing . 


Bi/. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ladies both. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur, Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies flut. 
ter'd about my Ears ! Betray'd again? 


B. That you are upon my Word, my dear Captain; 
ha, ha, ha. 


C 3 Dar. 
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Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady, What! Is this the mighty Man with the Bull- 
face that com es to frighten Ladies? I long to ſee him 
angry ; come begin, 

Dur. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow in the 
World, 

2 Lady. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Manners; 
the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull in a Periwig. 

P/. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. | 

[They lay B d on him, 

Par. Examire ! the Devil you will! 

Bif. I'll lay my Life, ſome great Dairy maid in Man's 
Clothes. | 

Dur, They will do't ;—look'e, dear Chriſtian Women, 
pray hear me. x 

Biſ. Will you ever attempt a Lady's Honour again? 

Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Ho- 
nour, I'll do any thing in the World. 

Biß. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry mine? 

Dur. O yes, to be ſure. 

Biſ. And will you do the fame by me? 

Dur. Furn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. [ Runs out. 

Pi/. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was criti: al for our 
Diverſions, we'll go make an end of our Tea, | Exeunt. 

Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Air. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I u on't marry; and 
tho” you fend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade me, | 
hall never believe their Doctrine againſt their Practice. 

Old Mir. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie laz- 
ing here, bound to a Wre, chain'd like a Monkey to 
make ſport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, Humours, 
Longings, Vapours, and Caprices, to have her one day 
pleas'd, to-morrow peeviſh, the next day mad, the fourth 
rebellious z and nothing but this Succeſſion of Imperti- 
nence for Ages together. Be merciful, Sir, to your own 
Fleſh and Blood. 

Old Mir. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
rot you ? 

Mir. Then you think thzt Marriape, like Treaſon, 
ſhould attaiot the whole Body; pray conſider, Sir, is it 
reaſor.able becauſe you throw yourſelf down from one 

Story, 
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Story, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the Garret 
Window? You wou'd compel me to that State, which I 
have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my Mother and you 
have battle'd it for a whole Week together. 

Old Mir. Never but once, yon Rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for ſix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 
ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expenſive 
Dog I ſhould have of you. 

Enter Petit, 
Well, Petit, how does ſhe new ? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, cow Pompos=Ay, Mr, Mirabel, you'll 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now when | confeſs that | have 
told you hitherto nothing but Lies; our Jeiling is come 
to a fad Earneſt, ſhe's downright diſtracted. 

Enter Biſarre. 

Pi. Where is this mighty Victor !——The great Ex- 
ploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Cor- 
queit, inhuman, barbarous Man! O Sir, (Ie the old 
Gentleman) your wretched Ward has found a tender 
Guardian of you, where her young Innocence expected 
Protection, here has ſhe found her Ruin. 

Old Mir. Ay the Fault is mine, for [ beliere that 
Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
ditobedient Son as his Father did. 1 have done all I can, 
Madam, and now can do no more than run mad for C: m- 


pany. [ Crits. 
Enter Dugard with bis Sword drawn. 

Dug. Away! Revenge, Revenge 

Old Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir, [Od Mir, holds him, 
B:b, draw, [ 4frde. 

Dug. Patience! The Coward's Virtue, and the brave 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd— Villain! 

Mir, Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs ; 
and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, 1'1l bear the 
Villain from her Brother —Put up your Anger with your 
Sword; [I have a Heart like your's, that ſwells at an At- 
front receiv'd, but melts at an Injury given ; and if the 
lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, 'twill find 
a Part within this Breaſt, perhaps as tender as a Brother's. 

Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for ber Grief, en- 
deavour to remove it, — There, there, behold an Object 
that's infective; 1 canno: view her, but I am as mad as 

C4 ſhe ; 
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ſhe: [Enter Oriana, held by two Maids who put her in a 
Chair.] A Siſter that my dying Parents left, with their 
laſt Words and Bleſſing to my Care. Sifter, deareſt 


Siſter. | [ Goes to her, 
Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know me? 
Ori. You! you are Anmadis de Gaul, Sit; - Oh! oh my 

Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? And do 

you never dream of Flowers and Gardens ?—l dream of 

walking Fires, and tall Gigantic Sights, Take heed, it 
comes now — What's that ? Pray ſtand away: I have ſeen 
that Face ſure, — How light my Head is! 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in Mad- 
neſs ! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot thro! 
my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the ſtudied 
Art of labour'd Eloquence.— Come, Madam, try to re- 
poſe a little. 

Ori. I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church, and 
J mult dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be fo fine, 
to meet my Love. Hey ho! Will not you teil me 
where my Heart lies buried? 

Mir. My very Soul is touch'd-Vour Hand, my Fair. 

Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. 

Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me! 

Ori. You have a flattering Face; but 'tis a fine one 
| warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes—Ay, to be 
ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his Pocket—— Will 
you pray for me? I ſhall die to-morrow——And will you 
ring my Paſſing-bell ? 

Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice cre>ted ! whoſe 
Nature, even diſtrated, has a Cunning: In vain let Man 
his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's Mad neſs 
over-rules his Reaſon. Do you know me injur'd Creature! 

Ori. No,— bus you ſhall be my intimate Acquaintance 
—in the Grave. [ eeps. 

Mir, Oh Tears, I muſt believe you ; ſare there's a kind 
of Sympathy in Madneſs; for even 1, obdurate as I am, 
do feel my Soul fo toſs'd wi h S:orms- ef Paſſion, that | 
could cry for help as well as ſhe, — [Wipes his Eyes, 


Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you mock 

me; I'll go home and pray. 
Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me ** my 
ove 


and Prayers ſhall wed her, 
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Love ſo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their Place, 
reſtore em to their charming happy Functions, and re- 
inſtate myſelf into your Favour. 

Bi. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trembles, 
hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking ; don't 
trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

Old. Mir. Not know him! what then? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. 

Enter Duretete, 

Dur, Where are you all? What the Devil ! melancholy, 
and 1 here! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous Subject, 
ſuch a very good Jeſt among you as I am ? 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence; this is no Place 
for Bagatel : I have murder'd my Honour, deftroy'd a 
Lady, and my Defire of Reparation is come at length 
too late: See there. 

Dur. What ails her? 

Mir. Alas! ſhe's mad. 

Dur. Mad ! do'ſt wonder at that? By this Light, they're 
all ſo; they're cozening mad; they're brawling mad; 
they're proud mad; I juſt now came from a who'e World 
of mad Women, that had almoſt— What, is ſhe dead? 

Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. 

Dur. Heav'ns further it; for *till they be as cold as a 
Key, there's no truſting them ; you're never ſure that a 
Woman's in earneſt, *till ſhe is nail'd in her Cofhn, Shall 
I talk to her? Are you mad, Mritreſs ? 

Bij. What's that to you, Sir? | 

Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? [ Runs off. 

Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon; how poor and mean 
this Humour now appears? His Follieg and my own L 
here diſclaim ; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd my Senſes, 
and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (before you all 
I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhould be mine; and as ſhe is, my Tear 
Dag. How happy had this Declaration been ſome Hours 
ago. | x 
Bij. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go off; 
come, come let's leave em. [ Ex, ones, but Mir. and Ori. 
Ori. Oh, Sir. | | 

Mir. Syetk my charting Angel, if your dear Senſes 


have regain'd their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me 


with the News. C's Ori. 
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Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my poor 
labouring Breaſt the deareſt, beſt belov'd of Men, 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Iuſtruments of Joy, and 
carry round your ſpacious Orbs, the happy Sound of Ori- 
ana's Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next to 
yours, is now in Tune again; the counterfeiting Fair 
has play'd the Fool. 


She was /o mad to counterfeit for me; 
1 was fo mad to pawn my Liberty : 
But now we both are well, and both are free. 


Ori, How, Sir, Free! | 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a Ln- 
natic ! Look ye, my Dear, you have counterfeited Mad- 
neſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play the 
Fool all your Life long — Here, Gentlemen. 

Ori. Monſter ! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir, O' my Faith, but I will; here, come in Gentle- 
men. -A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's diſpoſſeſs'd, 
the Devil's vaniſh'd. 

Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard, 

Old Mir, Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs'd ? 

Mir. With the worſt of Dzmons, Sir, a Marriage-de- 
vil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz'd, 
I promis'd my Endeavours to cure your Siſter ; no mad 
Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done it more effect ually. 
Take her into your Charge; and have a care ſhe don't 
relapſe ; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for I am no 
more infallible than others of the Faculty; 1 do cure 
ſometimes, 

Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greateſt Poiſon to my Health ; for tho' my former 
Phrenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real 
Madneſs. [Exit ; Old Mir. after. 

Dug. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm fo 
confus'd, I know not how to reſent it. Exit. 

Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I ſcap'd ? Was 
not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction ? 

Enter Duretete. 
Oh, my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom; no Lark, 
eſcap'd 
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eſcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes 
with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 

Dar. The matter, Man! | 

Dur. Marriage, 1 ; I was juſt at the Gallows- 
foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart 
wheeling from me, —Oh—1 ſhan't be myſelf this Month 
again, 

— Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike, Saints 
or Devils : their counterfeiting can't be reputed a Deceit 
for 'tiz the Nature of the Sex, not their Con: rivance. 

Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Security ; 
this Houſe is ſo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I muſt 
abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, Ill bear thee Company, my 
Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out for 
Italy to-morrow Morning. 

Mir. A Match ; I'll go pay my Compliment of leave 
to my Father preſently. 

Dur. I'm afraid he'll flop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me aſter his Set- 
tlement of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me! No, no, 
he has paſs'd away his Authority with the Conveyance ; 
the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for the Sake 
of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great ? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State : 
Behold the Anti-chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 

Tho? grumbling Subjects make the Crown their Sport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependence, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho? the Son rebels, the Heir is yours, 


The End of the fourth ACT, 


ACT 


- 
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1 


SCENE, the Street before the Play- houſe; 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play, 


Dur. OW d'ye like this Play? 

Mir. I lik'd the Company; the Lady, the 
rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention: Thele 
impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to ſupport them, 
and to kill every Body elſe. 


For Deaths upon the Stage the Ladies ery, 
But ne er mind us that in the Audience die: 
The Poet's Hero ſhould not move their Pain, 
But they ſhou'd weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. 


Dur. Hoyty, toyty ; did Phillis inſpire you with all this? 
ir. Ten times more; the Play houſe is the Element 
of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the Ladies, 
methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant Air in the 
Boxes than any where elſe, they f commanding on their 
Thrones with all their Subject ſlaves about them: Their 
belt Clothes, beſt Looks, ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, 
the Treaſure of the World in a Ring. Then there's ſuch a 
hurry of Pleaſure to tranſportus ; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gal- 
lantry, Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, 
Ogle: Love, Muſic, and Applauſe: I could wiſh that my 
whole Life long were the firſt Night of a new Play. 

Dug. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey; have 
you beſpoke Polit horſes ? 

Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one to 
ciſcover the Lady, one to unfold myſelf, and one to make 
me happy; and then I'm yout's to the World's end. 

Dur. Haſt thou the Impuderce to promiſe thyſelf a Lady 
of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time: 

Mir. Yes, Sir—l have a confident Addreſs, no diſagree- 
able Perſon, and five hundred Lexis d'Ors in my Pocket, 

Dur, Five hundred Lewis 4*'Ors! You a'n't mad? 
Mir. | tell you, ſhe's worth five thoufand ; one of 

her black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as her 
8 Head. 
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Head, I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, and 
the living Jewels out-ſparkled the dead ones by a Million. 

Dar. Bar you have own'd to me, that abating Oriana's 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paſſionately ; then 
how can you wander at this rate ? 

Mir. I long'd for a Partridge t'other Day off the King's 
Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I could not have it, I mult 
eat nothing. 

Dur. Pruthee, Mirabel, be quiet ; you may remember 
what narrow *ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
Strangers; you forget your Leap out of the Courte/an's 
Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring there. 

Mir, My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſſeſs 
comparable to what we deſire be ſhy of a Lady bare- 
fac'd in the Front-box with a thouſand Pounds in Jewels 
about her Neck! For ſhame, no more. 

Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with a Letter. 

Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 

Mir. Yes, Sir. 

Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picardy. 


[Gives the Letter. 
Mir. [ Reads.] 


THE Bearer is the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, who 
Aying for his Religion, J me the Charge of this Youth, 
[a pretty Boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome Service that 
may afford him Opportunity of Improvement ; your Care of 
him will oblige Your's, 


Has't a mind to travel, Child ? 

Ori. Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhould be pleas'd to ſerve 
a Traveller in any Capacity. 

Mir. A hopeful Inclination ; you ſhall along with me 
into Lac, as my Page. 

Dur, I don't think it ſafe ; the Rogue's [Neoi/e wvith- 
out] too handſome—— The Play's done, and ſome of the 
Ladies come this way. | 


Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very dear, identical She. 
Dur. And what then ? 
Mir. Why *tis She. 
Dur. And what then, Sir? 
Mir, Then! Why-—Look'e, Sirrah, the firſt ras 
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of Service I put upon you, is to follow that Lady's Coach, 


and bring me word where ſhe lives. [7o Oriana, 
Ori. I dor't know the Town, Sir, and am afraid of 
loſing myſelf. 
Mir, Pſhaw. 
Lam. Page, what's become of all my People ? 


Page. | can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no fign of your 
Ladyſhip's Coach. 


Lam, That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and 


fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there? 

Page. Not one, Madam. 

Lam. Theſe Servants are the Plague of* our Lives, 
what ſhall I do? 

Mir. By all my Hopes, Fortune pimps for me; now 
Daretete for a piece of Gallantry. 

Dur. Why you won't ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Neglect, 
Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconvenience, for 
you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage whilſt mine 
waits below; and wou'd you honour the Maſter fo far, 
he would be proud to pay his Attendance, 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. [ 4frae, 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, tor my 
Habitation is a great Way off. | 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little engag'd, be- 
ſides, Madam, a Hackney-coach will do as well, Madam, 
Mir. Rude Feaſt, be quiet! [Ze Duretete.] The far- 
ther from home, Madam, the more Occaſion you have 
for a Guazd—pray, Madam— 

Lam. Lard, Sir. He ſcems to preſs, ſpe to decline it in 
dumb ſheab. 

Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now he 
wheedles, ſhe ſmiles ; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers ; he (wears, 

ſhe believes ; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's a W— in a Moment. 
Mir. Without there! my Coach; Durelete, wiſh me 
Joy. [ Hands the Lady out, 


Dur. Wiſh you a Surgeon! Here you little Picard, go 
follow your Maſter, and he'll lead you— 

Ori. Whither, Sir? 

Dur. To the Academy, Child : *tis the Faſhion ; with 
Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Exerciſes—go. 
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Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Woman 
may do him ſome harm, 1 don't like her, 

Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden ; do you pretend to riſe at Court, 
and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters : Look'e, 
Sirrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great Man, be ſure to 
be with him in his little Actions, and, as a Step to your 
Advancement, follow your Maſter immediately, and 
make it your Hope that he goes to a Bawdy-houſe. 

Ori. Heav'ns forbid, : Exit. 

Dug. Now wou'd J ſooner take a Cart iv Company of 
the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman : What a 
ſtrange Antipathy have I taken agaioſt theſe Creatures; 
a Woman to me is Averſion upon Averſion, a Cheeſe, 
a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the ſqualling of Children, 
the grinding of Knives, and the Snuff of a Candle, 


SCENE, a hand/ome Apariment., 


Enter. Mirabel and Lamerce. 

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than'good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out an 

our of your Company upon my Deſire, as you have 
already upon my Neceſſity, 

Mir, Your Deſire, Madam, has only prevented my Re- 
queſt: my Hours! Make 'em yours, Madam, Eleven, 
Twelve, One, Two, Three and all that belong to thoſe 
happy Minutes. 

Lam, But I muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your Re- 
tinue, becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this time of 
Night, will not be conſiſtent with my Reputation, 

Fir By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy— 
Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants home, and do 
8 ſtay ; 'tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knows nothing 

ut Innocence. 

Lam. Innocence, Sir? I ſhould be ſorry if you made 
any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon any 
body's Freedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my own. 

Lam. Well, Sir, *twere convenient towards our eaſy 
Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence of 
each other, by a mutual Declaration of what we are, and 


what we think of one another.— Now, Sir, what are you? 
2 Mir, 
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Mir. In three Words, Madam,—1 am a Gentleman, 
T have five hundred Pounds in my Pocket, and a clean 
Shirt on. | 

Lam. And your Name is 

Mir. Mufiapha.—— Now, Madam, the Inventory of 
your Fortunes. 

Lam. My Name is Lamorce; my Birth noble; I was 
married young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impetuous Fel- 
low ; the Hoſhand ſpoiled the Gentleman; Crying ruin'd 
my Face, ill at laſt I took Heart, leap'd out of a Win- 
dow, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my Tyrant, and re- 
covered my Fortune | lived from fifteen to twenty to 
pleaſe a Huſband ; from twenty to forty I'm reſolv'd to 
pleaſe myſelf, and from thence upwards I'll humour the 
World. 

Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird-broke out of 
its Cage. 

Lam. I mark'd you at the Play, and ſomething I ſaw 
of a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour about you. 
Methought your Eyes made their mannerly Demands 
with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that I don't know how 
but I'm elop'd. Ha, ha, ha, I'm elop'd. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, I rejoice is your good Fortune with 
all my Heart, 

Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Muflapha, you have 
got the fineſt Ring there, 1 cou'd ſcarcely believe it right; 
pray let me ſee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, *tis, 'tis right—but, but, 
but, but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an old 
Family Ring, Madam, an old-faſhion'd Family-ring. 

Lam. Ay, Sir—lf you can entertain yourſelf with a 
Song for a Moment, III wait on you immediately; come 
in there, 


Enter Singers. 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir, 
Mir. Ihe new Song 


—Prithee, Phillis, 
SONG. 


Certainly the Stars have been in a flrange intriguing Hu- 
mour when I was born—Ay, this Night ſhou'd 4 have 
had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhould like well 
enough: But what ſhou'd I have to-morrow Night J The 
9 ame. 
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ſame. And what next Night? The ſame. And what 
next Night? The very ſame: Soup for Breakfaſt, Soup 
for Dinner, Soup for Supper, and Soup for Breakfaſt 
again—But here's Variety. 


Ilove the Fair who freely gives her Heart, 
That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art; 

Who boldly owns whate'er her Thoughts indite, - 
And is too modeſt for a Hypocrite. 


[ | amorce apfears at the Door, as he runs towards her, 
four Brawoes ſtep in before her. He flarts back. 

She comes, ſhe comes—Hum, hum—Bitch—Muorder'd, 
murder'd to be ſure? The curſed Strumpet! To make 
me ſend away my Servants— Nobody near me! Theſe 
Cut-throats always make ſure Work. What ſhall I do? 
I have but one way. Are theſe Gentlemen your Rela- 
tions, Madam ? 

Lam. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Gentlemen your moſt humble Servant; Sir, your 
moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart; your moſt 
obedient come, Gentlemen, [ Salutes all round] pleaſe 
to ſit no Ceremony, next the Lady, pray Sir. | 

Lam. Well, Sir, and how d'ye like wy Friends! 

[7 hey all fit, 

Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen l I was 
never more happy in good Company in my Life; I ſup- 
pole, Sir, you have travell'd ? 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, 

Mir. 'Which way, may I preſume ? 

1 Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, Sir, 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty ; facetious pretty Gen- 
tleman! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettieſt 
Ring upon your Finger there 

Mir. Ah! Madam, *tis at your Service with all my 
Heart. [Offering the Ring. 

Lam, By no Means, Sir, a Family-ring: [Tales it. 

Mir. No Matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, by 
this Light, [ 4ede. 

2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's o*Clock ? 

Mir. Hum! Sir, I have left my Watch at home. 

2 Pray, I thought 1 faw the String of it juſt — 

| ir, 
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Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here it i, 
—— but it don't go. [ Putting it up, 
: Lam. O dear Sir, an Eng/ip Watch! Tumpion's I pre. 

ume. 

Mir. D'ye like it, Madam—no Ceremony—— tis at 

our Service with all my Heart and Soul Tompion's | 
ang ye. [ Heat, 

1 Bra. But, Sir, above all Things, I admue the 
Faſhion and Make of your Sword-hilt. 

Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 Bra. Will you part with it, Sir ? 

Mir. Sir, I won't ſell it; 

1 Bra. Not fell it, Sir! 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, —— but I'll beſtow it with all 
my Heart. [ Offering it, 

1 Bra. O, Sir, we ſhall rob you. 

Mir. That you do I'll be {worn. [Ade] 1 have another 
at home, pray, Sir,—Gentlemen you're too modeſt, have 
I any thing elſe than you fancy? — Sir, will you do me 
a Favour? [To the 17 Bravo] I am extremely in lore with 
that Wig which you wear, will you do 1ne the Favour to 
change with me ? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family Wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it 

Mir. Sir your moſt humble Servant. ¶ They change Wigs. 

1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 

[ Goes up fetpiſbly to the Lady, ſalutes her, 

2 Bra. he Fellow's very liberal; ſhall we murder him? 

1 Bra. What! Let him 'ſcape to hang us all! And J 
to 'ole my Wig; no, no! I want but a handſome Pre- 
tence to quarrel with him, for you know we muſt act 
like Gentlemen, Here, ſome Wine — [ine here.) Sir, 
your good Health, [Pulls Mirabel by the Neſe. 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant 
Frolic enough, to drink a Man's Hea'th, and pull him 
by the Noſe: ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt pretty-hu- 
mour'd Gentleman. 

Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs, [Mir. drinks, 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? 

Mir. Very good o' the kind, Sir: But I tell ye what; 
J find we're all inclin'd to be frolicſome, and l'gad, 
tor my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to be * ; 
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re it I let's make a Night on't, ha!—This Wine is pretty, but 
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I have ſuch Burgundy at home. —Look'e, Gentlemen, let 
me ſend for half a dozen Flaſks of my Burgundy, I defy 
France to match it ;—"['will make us all Life, all Air, 
pray, Gentlemen. | 

2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy / 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can ; here call up 
the Gentleman's Servant—W hat think you, Lamorce ? 

Lam. Yes, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh Country 
Boy, Sir, he underſtands nothing but Innocence. 

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam.— Here, Page, [Enter Oriana.] 
take this Key, and go to my Butler, order him to ſend 
half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, mark'd a thou- 
ſand ; and be ſure you make halte, 1 long to entertain 
my Friends here, my very good Friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine—Your 
Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a Frolic, 
Where had you this pretty Boy, honeſt Muftapha ? 

Ori. Muſftapha ! 

Mir. Out of Picardy—=—this is the firſt Errand he has 
made for me, and if he does it right, I'll encourage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir. 

Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand, and be ſure you 
make haſte. 

Ori. I ſhall, Sir. [ Exit, 

1 Bra, Sir, you were pleas'd to hike my Wig, have 
you any Fancy for my Coat ?—Look'e, Sir, it has ferv'd 
a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faithfully. 

Mir. Not io faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a ſcurvy 
Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſſity.— I he Inſo- 
lence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. L Ads. 

Lam, You're melancholy, Sir, 

Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd have no 
Servant here but this little Boy——he'Il make ſome con- 
founded Blunder, I'll lay my Life on't, I wou'd not be 
diſappointed of my Wine for the Univerſe. 

Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; but Supper's ready, 
will you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir ? 

12 O, Madam, I never had a better Stomach in my 
ife. 

Lam, Come then, —we have nothing but a Plate of Soup. 
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Mir. Ah! The Marriage-ſoup 1 cou'd diſpenſe with] Dur. 
now. [ Aſide.] [ Exit. handing the Lad. Ime, and 
2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. S By). - 


1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the Dur. 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 8 my(elf. 
2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? Biſ. * 
3 Bra. To be ſure. I think he knows me, Dur. 
1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder at Bil. 
the Impudence of the Exgliſb Rogues, that will hazard the ¶ one WO 
Meeting a Man at the Bar whom} they have encounter'd Dur. 
upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look a Man IF you're 


Bi. 


in the Face after I have done him an Injury, therefore | 


we'll murder him, [ Exeunt, and CA 


SCENE charges to Old Mirabel's Houſe, 2 


Enter Duretete = Now 
Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd my takes 


Miſtreſs, my J ime lies heavy upon my Hands, and my | D. 
Money burns in my Pocket - But now I think on't, my Bi 
Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night; I'M fairly ſtrole ſpare 
down to the Guard, and nod away the Night with my iter, 


honeſt Lieutenant over a Flaſk of Wine, a Rake-helly D 

Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco [Going off, Biſ. meets him, the 
Bi. Who comes there? ſtand ! | J 
Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 1 
B. Look'e, Sir, I'm old you intend to travel again, 

I deſign to wait on you as far as Ttaty. | 
Dur. Then VI! travel into Wales. mi 
Biſ. Walts ! What Country's that? N. 


Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're 


never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 

Higb road. 
Biſ. Rather always in a High- road, cauſe you travel all 

upon Hills; — but be't as it will, I'll jog along wit1 you. n 
Dur, But we intend to fail to the Ee/t- /ndies. b 
Bij. Eaft or Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight and 0 

light, and the fitter for ſailing. ( 
Dur. But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink hard. | 


Bil. Suppole I take thro' Germany, aud drink harder 
than you. 


Dur. Suppoſe I go to a Bawdy-houſe. 
Bi. Suppoſe 1 ſhew you the Way. 
| Dur. 
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Dur. *Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard with 
Lach. me, and ſmoak a Pipe ? 

Ss Bi/. Allins donc i 
2 the Dur. The Devil's in the Woman; —— ſuppoſe I hang 
ST mylelf, | 
1 "Bi There I'll leave you. 
Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is welcome. 
Pi/. Hold, hold, Sir [Catches him by the Arm going] 
one word before we part, 
Dur. Let me go, Madam, or I ſhall think that 
you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 

Biſ. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits to attend me; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh you 
to death Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle me: [He 
frowns upon her.) Now a languiſhing Sigh ! [He groans.] 
Now run and take my Fan, faſter, [He runs and 
takes it up.] Now play with it handſomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay. [ He tears it all in pieces. 

Bi/. Hold, hold, dear humourous Coxcomb ; Captain, 
ſpare my Fan, and Pll—Why, you rude, inhuman Mon- 
iter, don't you expect to pay for this ? 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for that is 
the Price on't. 

Bi}. Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 

Dar, Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 

[ 7hrows them to her, and Exit. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous below my Concern, I 
muſt follow him however, to know if he can give me any 
News of Oriana. [ Exit, 


With 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings, 


Enter Mirabel Solus. 

Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over-heard you: — Was 
not I two Hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing Mira- 
bel ? How did I plume my Hopes in a fair coming Proſpect 
of a long Scene of Years? Life courted me with all the 
Charms of Vigour, Youth, and Fortune; and co be torn 
away from all my promiſed Joys is more than Death; the 
| Manner too, by Villains. -O my Oriana, this very Mo- 
ment might have bleſs'd mein thy Arms, and my poor Boy 
the innocent Boy !—Confufion !/—But huſh, they come: 
I muſt diſſemble ſtill-No News of my Wine, Gentlemen? 

Enter 
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Enter the four Bravoes. 


| Pointing 


ne Rin: 


1 Pra, No, Sir, I believe your Country-booby has loſt F Tam. 


himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't: 
you're a pleaſant Gentleman, but I ſuppoſe you under- 
ſtand our Buſineſs, 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employmer.ts; 


you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phyſician, you 
a Scrivener, and you a Stock-jobber.—All Cut throats, 


I-gad. [ Aſide, 
4 Bra. Sir, I am a broken Officer; I was caſhier'd at 
the Head of the Army for a Coward : So J took up the 
Tradeof Murderto retrieve the Reputation of my Courage, 
3 Bra, I am a Soldier too, and wou'd ſerve my King. 
but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more Honour 
than to fight in a bad Cauſe, 

2 Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eſtate, 

but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro' the Pre- 
Judice of Education, 
1 Bra, I am a Ruffian too, by the Prejudice of Educa- 
tion, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your Wine 
had come, we might have trifled alittle longer. — Come, 
Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, Sir ? 


2 Fra. Or mine? [ draws, 
3 Bra. Or mine ? | [ ras. 
4 Bra, Or mine? [ draws, 


Mir, ] ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd thus! 
O there's the Wie: this Moment for (4nocling ) 
my Life or Death, : 


Enter Oriana. | 
Lott, for ever loſt Where's the Wine, Child? [ faint/y. 

Ori. Coming up, Sir. [ Stamps, ] 

Enter Duretete with bis Sword drawn, and fix of the 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, the 
Ruffians drop their Swword;. [ Oriana gres . 

Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Pleaſure. 

Fortune, Days and Years, are now my own again, —Ah, 
my dear Friends did not I tell you this Wine wou'd 
make me merry ?—Dear Captain, theſe Gentlemen are the 
beſt-natur'd, facetious, witty Creatures, that ever you knew. 
Enter Lamorce, 
Lam, Is the Wine come, Sir ? | 
Air, O ves, Madam, the Wine is come-——ſe> here ? 
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[Pointing to the Soldiers ] Your Ladyſhip has got a very 
as log Ine Ring upon your Finger. 
Lam. Sir, tis at your Service. 
Air. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound, 
nnou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart Ad's my 
ite, Madam, you have got the fireſt built Watch there! 
n pion's, I preſume. 
= lam. Sir, you may wear It. 


22 Air. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much Rob 
4 N Fou of a'l!—[Tatng it from her ] Good dear Time, thou'rt 
p th precious thing, I'm glad I have retriev'd thee: [ Putting 
ra * ] What, my F riends neglected all this while! Gen- 
105 nemen, you'll pardon my Complaiſance to the Lady.— 
. How now—is it civil to be ſo out of Humour at my En. 


ter ainment, and I fo pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're 
ſurpriz'd at all this! but we're in our Frolics, you mult 
5 know. Some Wine here. 

Enter Servant with Wine. 

Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 

: [ Taveaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe ; he roars. 
T But now, where——where's my dear Deliverer, my Boy, 
my charming Boy! | 

1B. a. I hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have dil- 
patch'd him, 

Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? Diſpatch'd ! I'll have ye 
all tortured, rack'd, torn to Pieces alive, if you have 
touch'd my Boy, —Here, Page! Page! Page! [ Runs out. 

Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be Fare you ſecure thoſe Fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will be 
very civil to us, 

Dur. Now for you, Madam ;— — He, he, he.—l'm fo 
ny to think that I ſhail be reveng'd of one Woman 

efore | die- Well, Miſtreſs Sz-p- Dragon, which of theſe 
honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to call you Wife? 

1 Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhould have been mine to-night, *cauſe 
Sampre here had her lait Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to us 
all tour. | 

Dug.Take'emto Jullice. TH Guard. carry ofthe Bravoes. 

Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. 

Old Mir. Robin, Robin, where's Bob? where's my Boy? — 
What, is this the Lady? a pretty Whore, faith ?=Heark'e, 
C hi!d, 
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Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with free me 


a Coach, I'll treat you with a Cart, indeed | will. 
Dug. Ay, Madam, —and you ſhall have a ſwinging Equi. 
page, three or four thouſand Footmen at your Heels at leaſt. 
Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 
Bi). Faugh ! the Monſter ! un.: 
Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let] Cave * 
me tell you, / 1.54. 
mis Pa 
0 


N humbly 
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Enter Mirabel. 


Old Mir. No, he came and brought us the News. Bi 

Mir. But where is he? [Enter Oriana,] Ha! [Runs Du 
and embraces her.] My dear Preſerver, what ſhall I do to band 
recompence your Truſt ?—PFather, Friends, Gentlemen, beat! 
behold the Youth that has reliev'd me from the moſt ig- Þ 2 
nominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poniards of theſe Þ Mr. 
bloody Rufiars, where to have fall'n would have defam'd L 
my Memory with vile Reproach.— My Life, Eſtate, m you 


All, is due to ſuch a Favour Command me, Child, 
before you all, before my late, ſo kind indulgent Stars, 
1 ſwear to grant whate'er you aſk. X 

Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I will 
appeal as to the Jultice of my Claim; I ſhall demand but 
what was mine before — — the juſt Performance of your 
Contract to Or:ana, n [ Diſcovering Berſelf. 

Om. Oriana / 

Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you abroad, 
counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service ; 
and fo, by this ſtrange Turn of Fate, I became the Inſtru- 
ment of your Preſervation ; few common Servants wou'd 
have had ſuch Cunning ; my Love inſpir'd me with the 
meaning of your Meſſage, *cauſe my Concern for your 
Safety made me ſuſpect your Company. 

Dur. Mir. you're caught. | 

Mir, Caught! 1 ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, the 


Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have deſpis'd, and 


broke thro? all Contrivance, Caught! No, 'tis my vo- 
luntary AQ ; this was no human Stratagem, but by my 
providential Stars, deſign'd to ſhew the Dangers wand'rin 
Youth incurs by the Purſuit of an unlawful Love, to 
plunge me headlong in the Snares of Vice, and m—_ to 
I Tree 
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'U With free me by the Hands of Virtue : Here, on my Knees, I 


 Fhumbly beg my fair Preſerver's Pardon ; my Thanks are 
- FF needleſs, for myſelf I owe, And now for ever do proteſt 
me yours. 
Od Mir. Tall, all di dall. us.) Kiſs me, Daughter 
Eno, you ſhall kiſs me firſt, (Jo Lamorce) for you're the 
# Cauſe on't. Well, Bifarre, what ſay you to the Captain? 
., like the Beaſt well enough, but | don't underſtand 
his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange Road. 
Old Mir, But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you 
can't go wrong. 

275 Ay, 'tis ſo beaten that the Way 1s ſpoil'd. 
Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy Huſ- 
band—I cou'd marry thee to-day for the Privilege of 
beating thee to-morrow. 

Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this, 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this ? 

Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure your 
Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her Fortune, 

Mir, Fortune! has ſhe not given me mine? my Life, 
Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous ſelf, — 
Virtue, in this ſo advantageous Life, has her own ſpark- 
ling Charms, more tempting far than glittering Gold or 
Glory. Behold the F oil Pointing to Lamorce) that ſets 
this Brightneſs off! {To Oriana.) Here view the Pride 
{To Oriana) and Scandal of the Sex. {To Lam.) 
There (To Lam.) the falſe Meteor, whoſe deluding Light 
, leads Mankind to Deſtruction, Here (To Oriana) the bright 
; ſhining Star that guides to a Security of Happineſs, a Gar- 
. den and a ſingle She (To Oriana) was our firlt Father's 
Bliſs; the Tempter (7: Lam) and to wander, was his Curſe, 


What Liberty can be fo tempting there, (To Lam, 
As a /oft, virtuous, am'rous Bondage bere? (To Oriana. 


The End of the Fifth ACT. 


Vor. II. D SONG 
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SONG: By Mr. Oe, 
Set by Mr. Daniel! Purcell, 


I. 1 


INCE, Ceœlia, is not in our Power 
fo tell how long our Lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very Hour, 

You've loft tos much in what is paſt, 


IE 


IT. 


For ſince the Power aue all obey, 

Hos in your Breafl my Heart confin'd, 
Let me my Body to it lay, 

In vain you'd part what Nature join'd, 


EPI. 


551 
EPILOGUE. 


Written by NATHANIEL Row E, Eſq; 
And ſpoken by Mr. WILEs. | 


FR OM Fletcher's great Original, to day 

We took the Hint of this our Modern Play: 
Our Author, from his Lines, has firove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconflant, free Gallant : 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 
With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
With little Truth, but with a World of Lowe. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning Siumbers avait, 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their hearts to beat, 
When firft they wiſh, and figh for what they know not yet. 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way ; 
Let Villeroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's Danger flill in Darkneſs and Surpriſe ; 
Tho” from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 
Prince Eugene found an Aquedudt below, 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
A preſſing Lower ſeldom wants Succeſs : 
Whil/t the Reſpectful like the Greek, fits down, 
And waſtes a ten Tears Siege before one Town. 
For her oaun ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid ; 
Since "tis à Secret, none ſhou'd er confeſs, 
That they have left the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 
F you ſuſpect the Rogue inclin'd to break, 

reak firſt, and ſwear you be twrn'd him off a Nett; 

As Princes, when they refly Stateſmen doubt, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out, 
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Whateer you think, graue Uſes may be made, 
And much even for Face be Jaid. 

Let the good Man for Marriage-rites defign'd, 

With fludious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn over every Page of Womankind ; | 

Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings wary, 

And, when he knows the worſt on't,—let him marry. 
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PREFACE 


HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery has 

met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and reaſon- 
able Charge againſt their Authors in Mr, Collier's Short 
View ; and indeed this Gentlemen had done the Drama 
conſiderable Service, had he arraign'd the Stage only to 
puniſh its Miſdemeanors, and not to take away its Life; 
but there is an Advantage to be made ſometimes of the 
Advice of an Enemy, and the only Way to diſappoint 
his Deſigns, is to improve upon his Invectives, and to 
make the Stage flouriſh, by the Virtue of that Satire by 
which he thought to ſuppreſs it. 

I have — wad in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, that 
an Engliſh Comedy may anſwer the Strictneſs of Poetical 
Juſtice : but indeed the greater Share of the Eng/i/p Au- 
Gience, (| mean that part which is no father read than 
in Plays of their own Language) have imbibed other 
Principles, and ſtand up as vigorouſly for the old Poetic 
Licence, as they do for the Liberty of the Subject. They 
take all Innovations for Grievances ; and let a ProjeR be 
never ſo well laid for their Advantage, yet the Under- 
taker is very likely to ſuffer by*t, A Play without a Beau, 
Cully, Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entertain- 
ment to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd 
be without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be 
one Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
Run of this Play, TI thought indeed to have ſooth'd the 
iplenetic Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman a 
Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance—A Whore- 
maſter : but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fraternity has told 
me ſince, that the Citizens were never more — 
a any Entertainment; lg (/aid be) however pious we 
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Sentiments too great for Diverſion, and ſuppoſes V ices 


4 PER FTACE 


may appear to be at home, yet we never go to that Wh 
end of the Town but with an Intention to be lewd. Vu 

There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it ap. U 
pear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their Intereſt tof We 
have it ſuppreſs'd, The Ladies were frightened from ſeeing wh: 
it, by formidable Stories of a Midwife, and were told, cell 
no doubt, that they muſt expect no leſs than a Labcw Sin 
upon the Stage; but I hope the examining into that. up 
Aſperſion will be enough to wipe it off, ſince the Cha- tt 
rater of the Midwife is only ſo far touch'd as is neceſſary Þ BY 
for carrying on the Plot, ſhe being principally d-cy- fr 
pher'd in her procuring Capacity; and I dare not affront . 
the Ladies ſo far, as to imagine they cou'd be offended 2? 
at the expoſing of a Bawd, 185 

Some Critics complain, that the Deſign is defective ln 
for want of Celia's Appearance in the Scene; but I had © 
rather they ſhould find this Fault, than I forfeit my Re- 
gard to the Fair, by —— a Lady of Figure under a © 
Misfortune ; for which Reaſon I made her only Nominal 
and choſe to expoſe the Perſon that injur'd her: And if 
the Ledies don't agree that I have done her Juſtice in the 
End, I'm very ſorry fort. 

Some People are apt to ſay, That the Character of 
Richmore points at a particular Perſon ; tho' J muſt con- 
feſs, I ſee nothing but what is very general in his Cha- 
racter, except his merrying his own Miſtreſs ; which by 
the way he never did, for he was no ſooner off the Stage, 
but he chang'd his Mind, and the poor Lady is ſlill i 
Hatu Jus: But upon the whole Matter, 'tis Application 
only makes the Aſs ; and CharaQters in Plays, are like 
Long-lane Clothes, not hung out for the Uſe of any par- 
ticular People, but to be bought by only thoſe they hap- 

en to fit 
5 The moſt material Objection againſt this Play is the 
Importance of the Subject, which neceſſarily leads into 
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too great for Comedy to puniſh. Tis ſaid, J muſt own, 


that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridicule Folly, 


and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather into the Pro- 
vince of Tragedy; but if there be a middle Sort of 
Wickedneſs too high for the Soc#, and too low for the 
Byſcin, is there any Reaſon that it ſhould go — 

at 


to that 
wd. 

Tre it ap. 
ntereſt to 


"Mm ſeeing | 


ere told, 
a Labcur 


nto thatÞ * aun A 
of their Conſtitution; or to ſay, that expoſing Vice 1s the 


he Cha- 
iece ſſary 
y d-cy- 
t affront 


off 5 
_— Conſinement? Don't miſtake, there was no ſuch thing 


lefective 
ut I had 
my Re. 
under 2 
Nominal 

And if 
e in the 


acter of 
uſt con- 
is Cha- 
hich by 
Stage, 

ill zn 
lication 
Ire like 


ny par- 
y hap- 


is the 
ds into 
Vices 
ſt own, 
Folly, 
e Pro- 
ort of 
for the 
11h'd ? 
What 


PREF AM 5 
What are more obnoxious to human Society, than the 


Villains expos'd in this Play, the Frauds, Plots and Con- 
trivances upon the Fortunes of Men, and the Vutue of 


* Women ? but the Perſons are too mean for Heroic; then 


what muſt we do with them? Why, they muſt of ne- 
ceſlity drop into Comedy: For it is unreaſonable to ima- 
gine that the Lawgivers in Poetry would tie themſelves 
up from executing that Juſtice which 1s the Foundation 


Bufineſs of the Drama, and yet make Rules to fcreen it 
from Perſecution, 

Some have aſked the Queſtion, Why the Elder J/ou"dGe, 
in the Fourth AR, ſhould counterfeit Madneſs in his 


in his Head; and the Judicious could eably perceive that 
it was only a Start of Humcur put on to divert his Me- 
lancholy, and when Gaiety is {trained to cover Misfor- 
tune, it may very naturally be overdone, and riſe to a 
Semblance of Madneſs, ſufficient to impoſe on the Con- 
ſtable, and perhaps on ſome of the Audience; who tak- 
ing every thing at Sight, impute that as a Fault, which 


Lam bold to ſtand up for, as one of the molt maſterly 


Strokes of the whole Piece. HE 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections I 
have heard made; but there was no great Occaſion for 
making this Defence, having had the Opinion of ſome 
of the greateſt Perſons in England, both for Quality and 
Parts, that the Play has Merit enough to hide more Faults 
than have been found; and I think their Approbation 
ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that may be incident to 
the Author upon this Performance. | 

I muſt own myſelf obliged to Mr. Longueville for ſome 
Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of the Lawyer; 
but above all for his Hlint of the Twins, upon which 1 
form'd Plot : But having paid him all due Satisfac- 
tion and Acknowledgment, I muſt do myſelf the Juſtice 
to believe, that few of our modern Writers have been 
leſs beholden to foreign Aſſiſtance in their Plays, than L 
have been in the following Scenes, 


New Plays 


| Grows leſs, and flackens like a Pridegroom”s Strength, 


. ²u ð d ̃⁵⁰ UL TD Rs en Rn — 


Fee, 
CICICICIC 


or 21, 
"Ras 


PROLOGUE: By Mr. MoTTEUx, 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS, 


An ALARM ſounded. 


772 TH Drums and Trumpets in this warring Age, 
A Martial Prologue ſhould alarm the Stage. 


ere Atted, a full Audience near, 

Seem T owns inveſted, when a Siege they fear. 
Pro/ogues are like a Fore-lorn Hope ſent out 

Before the Play, to ftirmiſh and to ſeout : 

Our dreadful Foes, the Critics, when they ſpy, 

T hey cock, they charge, they fire then back they fly. 
The Siege i: 2 their gallant Chiefs abound, 
Here— Foes intrench'd; there—glittering Troops around, 
And the loud Batt'ries roar — from yonder riſing Ground, 
In the firſt Ads, briſt Sallies (miſs or hit) 

With Vollies of /mal! Shot, or ſnip-jnap Wit, 

Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 

T he next —the Fire continues, but at length 


The third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, _. 
Your Critic Engineers ſafe under-ground, 

Blow up our Works, and all our art confound. 

The fourth—brings on moſt Action, and tis ſharp, 
Freſh Foes croud on, at your Remiſſneſi carp, 

And deſp rate, tho unſtill'd, inſult our Counterſcarp. 
T hen comes the laſt; the gen ral Storm is near, 

The Poet-governcr now quakes for Fear; 

Runs wildly up and down, fergets to buff, 

And wou'd give all he's plunder d to get off. 
So—Don, and Monſieur— Bluff, before the Siege, 
Mere quickly tam d —at Venlo, aud at Liege: 


8 
; 
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PROLOGWES © 


'Tavas Viva Spagnia! Vive France ! before ; 

Now, Quartier: Monſieur ! Quartier! Ah! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſiand ? 

Yeu maſter all, and ave the Sea and Land. 

In War—your Valour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 

EUX, Your Judgment humbl/es all Attempts in Wit, 

What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 

All fierce QM Mulis, and alauays be ſecure ! 

Then grant 'em gen'rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since now==that ſeems as deſp'rate as to fight: 

If we muſt yield yet e er the Day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the Third—and, if we may, the Sixth, 
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MEN. 
Young Wou'dbe,, Mr, King: 
Elder Ven abe, Mr. Reddiſp. 
Trueman, Mr. Jeſßerſon. 
Richmore, Mr. Packer. 
Fair-bant, Mr. Hurſt. 
Subtleman,. Mr. Baddeley, 
Alderman, Mr, Parſons. 
Balderda ſb, Mr. Ackman, 
Steward, Mr. Hartry. 
Poet, Mr. V. Palmer. 
Conſtabli, Mr. Wrightens 
Teague, Mr. Maady. 
WOMEN. 
Conſtarca, Miſs Pope. 
Midnight, Mrs. Bradſhaws 
Mrs. Clear-atcount; Mrs. Love. 
Aurelia, Mrs., Abington, 
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TWIN-RIVALS. 
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Aer 
SCENE, Loagings. 


The Curtain draws up, diſcevers young Wou'dbe a dreſ- 
Hing, and his Valet buckling his Shoes, 
gt is ſuch a Plague every Morning 
(X +3 $K# with buckling e combing,. 
H and powdering——Pſhaw ! ceaſe thy Im- 
pertinence, Pl! dreſs no more to-day 
r vo Were I an honeſt Brute, that 
ei riſes from his Litter, ſhakes himſelf, and 
ſo is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. 
Enter Richmore. 

Rich. No farther yet, Weou'dbe! Tis almoſt One. 

Y. V. Then blame the Clock-makers, they made it 
fo;——Prithee, what have we to do with Time? Can't 
we let it alone as Nature madeit? Can't a Man eat when 
he's bungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſe when he 
wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the Confinement 
of Hours to enſlave him ? mak 

ic 


The Twin- Rivals. 


Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſm 
You have loſt your Money laſt Night. 

V. V. No, no, Fortune took care of me there 
had none to loſe. 

Rich. Tis that gives you the Spleen. 

V. V. Ves, I have got the Spleen and ſomething ell: 


— Heark'e 
[ Whiſpers, 


10 


Rich. How ! | 

V. V. Poſitively, The Lady's kind Reception was 
the moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met with—Sna'n't I break 
her Windows, Richmore ? 

Rich. A mighty Revenge truly: Let me tell you, 
Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes are 
no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they do 
in Holland Vin te koop. Tis no more than a Buſh to the 
Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to draw in Cuſ— 
tomers; but upon the whole Matter, I think, a Gentle- 
man ſhou'd put up an Affront got in ſuch little Company 
for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Reſentment are all 
alike ſcandalous. 

Y. V. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you 
one Morning with the Flying Pot in your Hand, hunt- 
ing for Phyſical Advertiſements ? 

Rich. 'I hat was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, in 
the Days of dirty Linen, Pit-maſks, Hedge-taverns, and 
Beef-ſteaks: But now I fly at nobler Game, the Ring, 
the Court, Pawlet's and the Park. I deſpiſe all Women 
that I apprehend any Dancer from, leſs than the having 
my Throat cut ; and ſhould ſcrupte to converſe even with 
a Lady of Fortune, unleſs her Virtue were loud enough 
to give me Pride in expoſing it—Here's a Letter I re- 
ceiv'd this Morning; you may read it. [Gives a Letter. 

Y. V. ¶ Read] 
Tf there be Solemnity in Proteſtations, Juſtice in Heaven, 

or Fidelity on Earth, I may flill depend on the Faith of 
my Richmore Tho I may conceal my Lowe, I no longer 
can hide the Effeds on't from the World — Be careful of my 
Honour, remember your Vows, and Ay to the Relief uf the 
diſconſolate Clelia. 


The fair, the courted, blooming Clelia? | 
Rich, The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Clelia. Did 
1 you 


wm 4 ty. 5 Hof 05 207 3. 


toiciſm 


here 


thing elſe 
[FW hiſper:, 


ption was 


t I break 


tell you, 
louſes are 
they do 
uſh to the 
in Culſ. 
1 Gentle- 
ompany; 
t are all 


und you 
d, hunt- 


1end, in 
rns, and 
e Ring, 
Women 
e having 
ven with 
enough 
ter I re. 
2 Letter. 


Heaven, 
Faith of 
o longer 
ul of my 
F the 
Clelia. 


a. Did 
you 


— 


The Twin-Rtvals. 


you Ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue—Lord, Sir, I 
am near my Time, and want your Aſſiſtance Does the 
filly Creature imagine that any Man wou'd come near 
her in thoſe Circumſtances, unleſs it were Doctor Cham- 
berlain—You may keep the Letter. 

Y. W. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 

Rich. For that reaſon I communicate it. I know thou 
art a perfect Gazezte, and will ſpread the News all over 
the Town: For you muſt und-ritand that 1 am now be- 
fieging another; and I would have the Fame of my 
Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the Town may ſurrender 
the ſooner. 

V. V. But if the Report of your Ciuelty goes along 
with that of your Valour, you'll find no Garriſon of any 
Strength will open their Gates to you. 

Rich. No, no, Women are Cowards, the Terror pre- 
vails upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence 
to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing em ill; tis 
turning their own Guns upon 'em, and I have always 
found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to aſſail one Reputa- 
tion by ſacrificing another. * 7 

Y. W. 1 cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did 1 not 
envy thee for thy Succeſs in't. ? 

Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure. ; 

Y. V. How can 1? This confounded Hump of mine 
is fuch a Burden at my Back, that it preſſes me down 
here in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Covent-Garden, the low 
Suburbs of Pleaſure Curſt Fortune! I am a younger 
Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd of my Birth-right, a 
handſome Perſon ; ſeven thouſand a Year in a direct 
Line, wou'd have ftraiten'd my Back to ſome Purpoſe— 
But I look, in my preſent Circumſtances, like a Branch 
of another kind, grafted only upon the Stock, which 
makes me grow ſo crooked. 

Rich, Come, come, tis no Misfortune, your Father 
is ſo as well as you. 

V. V. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as he? 
Had I the ſame Title to the Deformity, I cou'd-bear it. 

Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your Twin- brother ? 3 

V. V. My Twin- brother! Ay, 'twas his crouding _ 
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that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half an Hour be.] x. 
fore me that ruin'd my Fortune —My Father expelPd mef,ur 
his Houſe ſome two Years ago, becauſe I would haveſf y 
perſuaded him that my Twin-brother was a Baſtard—jj x. 
He gave me my Portion, which was about fifreen hun- 
dred Pound, and I have ſpent two thouſand of it already, 


ou 
As for my Brother, he don't care a Farthing for me. x04] 
Rich. Why ſo, pray? ore: 
Y. V. A very odd Reaſon— Becauſe I hate him. vpo 
Rich. How ſhould he know that ? y 
V. V. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be ſo, Nou 


. Rich, But did your actions ever expreſs any Malice to | 
im ? 

V. V. Ves: I would fain have kept him company; IExf 
but being aware of my Kindneſs ; he went abroad: Hel w 
has travell'd theſe five Years, and I am told, is a grave, 
fober Fellow, and in danger of living a great while; all Ia I 
my hope is, that when he gets into his Honour and!“ 
Eſtate, the Nobility will ſoon kill him by drinking him I 914 
up to his Dignity.— But come, Frank, I have but two 
Eye-ſores in the World, a Brother before me, and a Hump N vi 
behind me, and thou art ſtill laying 'em in my Way: 


Let us aſſume an Argument of leſs Severity Can'ſt N the 
thou lend me a Brace of hundred Pounds? 
Rich. What wou'd you do with 'em? on 
V. V. Do with 'em !——There's a Queſtion indeed; II. 
»— Do you think I wou'd eat 'em? co 


Rich. Ves, o' my troth wou'd you, and drink 'em to- 
gether.—Look'e, Mr. Von'adbe, whilſt you kept well 
with your Father, I cou'd have ventur'd to have lent you WW be 
five Guineas.—But as the Caſe ſtands, I can aſſure you, I i th 
ha ve lately paid off my Siſters Fortunes, and 

. W. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Aﬀront, when Ill 


you know I don't uſe to take ſuch Things, R 
Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Affront, when t 
you know I don't uſe to give ſuch Things. [ 


V. V. Sir, I'll pawn my Honour, I 

Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it 8 ! 

worth; you had better pawn your Sword there, twill J 

bring you forty Shillings. 
Y. V. 'Sdeath, Sir Tales his Sauord off the N K 
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Rich. Hold, Mr. Von dbe, — ſuppoſe I put an end to 
your Misfortunes all at once. 

Y, V, How, Sir? 

Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds—Look'e, Sir, 
you have been often told, that your Extravagance wou'd 
ſome Time or other be the ruin of you; and it will go a 
great way in your Inditment, to have turn'd the Pad 
upon your Friend, 

Y. W. This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whoſe Company I have = my Fortune. 

Rich. I'm therefore a Witneſs, that it was very ill 
ſpent Why wou'd you keep Company, be at equal 
Expences with me that have fifty times your Eſtate ? 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you: 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for it; yours 
a Diſeaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. 

V. V. And is this all I muſt expect 
2p ? 

Rich, Friendſhip! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing 
without an Equality. 

Y. W. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when 
there is occaſion fort. 

Rich, Right, Sir, —our Friendſhip was over a Bottle 
only; and whilſt you can pay your Club of Friendſhip, 
I'm that way your humble Servant; but when once you 
come borrowing, I'm this way——your humble —_ 

xit. 

V. V. Rich, big, proud, arrogint Villain! L have 
been twice his Second, thrice ſick of the ſame Love, and 
tir.ce cur'd by the ſame Phyſic, and now he drops me 
for a Trifle—That an honeſt Fellow in his Cups, hou'd 
be ſuch a Rogue when he's ſober !—The narrow-hearted 
Raſcal has been drinking Coffee this Morning. Well, 
thou dear ſolitary Half-crown, adieu! Here, Tack, 
[Enter Servant.] take this, pay for a bottle of Wine, 
and bid Balderdaſh bring it himſelf. [ Exit. Servant, ] 
How melancholy are my poor Breeches ; not one 
Chink ! Thou art a villatnous Hand, for thou haſt 


from our Friend- 


wa. my Pocket, —— This Vintner now has all the 
arks of an honeſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, 
a ſtrutting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought — 

avyvove 
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above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſucce 

ſively. The Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, if he will bu 

lend ĩt. 
Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glaſſ. 

Oh, Mr. Balderdaſb, good Morrow. 

Bald. Noble Mr. Von dbe, I'm your mot humble Ser 
vant— ! have brought you a Whetting-glaſs, the belt OI. 
Hock in Europe; I know tis your Drink in a Morning, 

V. V. Vil pledge you, Mr. Baſderdaſb. 

Bald. Your Health, Sir. [ Drink; 

Y. V. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſb, tell me one T hing, but 
firſt fit down : Now tell me plainly what you think of me, 

Bald. Think of you, Sir! | think that you are the ho- 
neſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs of Wine;W: 
and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came into my Houle, 

V. V. And you really think as you ſpeak, 

Bald, May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom of my Heart. [ Drinks, 

Y. V. And how much Money do you think I have L 
ſpent in your Houſe ? 

Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, 
I do believe, that I have handled of your Money the beſt bil 
Part of Five hundred Pounds within theſe two Years, 

V. V. Very well! And do you think that you lie un- of 
der any Obligation for the Trade I have promoted to 
your Advantage ? - 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any reſpe?, 
pray command me to the utmoſt of my Ability. 

Y. V. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is fill ſome th 
honeſtly in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you and . 
your Kindneſs: I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, and 
muſt beg you to lend me a hundred Pieces. c 

Bald. Why truly, Mr. Wou'dbe, | was afraid it would I © 
come to this; I have had it in my Head ſeveral times to 
caution you upon your Expences: But you were fo very 
genteel in my Houſe, and your Liberality became you 
ſo very well, that | was unwilling to ſay any thing that 
might check your Diſpoſition ; but truly, Sir, I can for- 
bear no longer to tell you, that you have been a little 
too extravagant, 

V. V. But fince you reap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 
vagance, you will, I h pe, conſider my Neceſſity. null 

aids 
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ars ſucceſl Bald. Conſider your Neceſſity! I do with all my Heart, 
he will bud muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be no longer ac- 
Mary to it: I defire you, Sir, to frequent my Houſe 
a7, 0 more, 
V. V. How, Sir! 
emble Se- Bald. I ſay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my good 
he belt Oord your Father, and will not ſuffer his Son to run into 
lorning. Iny Inconvenience : Sir, 1 ſhall order my Drawers not to 
erve you with a drop of Wine.—Wou'd you have me 
[Ding onnive at a Gentleman's Deſtruction? 
hing, but. Y. V. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice 
nk of me (conſcience ſhould have caution'd me before. 
re the ho. Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'd 
of Winez ou have me be ſaucy to a Gentleman that was my beſt 
Touſe, Nuſtomer? Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to hold it out 
ſtill, I had been hang'd rather than be rude to y9u—— 
I don't Bat truly, Sir, when a Man is ruin'd, tis but the Duty 
[Drink,, Jof a Chriſtian to tell him of it, 
I haveffl V. . Will you lend me Money, Sir? 
Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir ? 
Dutation, I. V. V. Lead me the Hundred Pound, and Tl pay the 
the bet (Bl. 
ears, Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will—not lend you the 
lie un. Hundred Pound, Sir.—But pray conſider with yourſelf, 
oted to now, Sir; wou'd not you think me an errant Coxcomo, 
to truſt a Perſon with Money that has always been ſo ex- 
reſpeg, ¶ travagant under my Eye? whoſe Profuſeneſs I have ſeen, 
have felt, I have handled? Have not I known you, Sir, 
1 ſome ¶ throw away ten Pound of a Night upon a Covey of Fit- 
ou and Partridges, and a Sctting-Dog ? Sir, you have made my 
h, and Houſe an ill Houſe: My very Chairs will bear you no 
longer. In ſhort, Sir, I deſire you to frequent the 
would Crown no more, Sir. 
mes to V. V. I hov ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity; have I 
ſo very {ottened your Carcaſs, and ſwell'd your Bags with my vital 
Blood? Have I made you my Companion to be thus ſaucy 


ne you 
g * to me? But now I will keep you at your due Diſtance. 
in for- [ Kicks bim. 
little Ser. Welcome, Sir! 

V. V. Well ſaid, Jacl. [ Kicks bim again. 
Zxtra- Ser, Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall have your 


Company another Time. Welcome, Sir. ¶ He's Ai A =: 
Bald, T5 „ 
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V. V. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give hinftom 5 
a Welcome at the Door too. [Exit Servant, lors n 
This is the Puniſhment of Hell; the very Devil thatþt the 7 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime.— Mai | 
I have villainouſly murder'd my Fortune, and now it Fs 
Ghoſt, in the lank Shape of Poverty, haunts me: Is there or! 
no Charm to conjure down the Fiend ? ] have 
Re-enter Servant, temem 
Ser, Oh, Sir! here's ſad News. Bellies 
V. V. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of that land 3 


already, | am 
Ser. Sir, you will hear it too ſoon. | 
V. V. What! is Broad below? Oh, 
Ser. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as he were ſo 70 
hang*d. Sir, your Father's dead. Rich 


. W, My Father! — Good night, my Lord: has he tune, 
left me any thing? 
Ser. | heard nothing of that, Sir. Wo! 
V. V. Then I believe you heard all there was of it. þ 
Let me fee, —— My Father dead! and my elder Brother 
abroad !—If Neceſſity be the Mother of Invention, ſhe fine 
was never more pregnant than with me. [ Pauſes.] Here, 
Sirrah, run to Mrs. Midnight, and bid her come hither 
133 . [Exit Servant.] That Woman was my 
other's Midwife when I was born, and has been my 
Bawd theſe ten Years, I have had her Endeavours to 
corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs; and now her Aſſiſtance 
will be neceſſary to cheat him of his Eſtate; for ſhe's 
famous for underſtanding the right-fide ef a Woman, 
and the wrong-ſide of the Law. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Midnight's Hou/e, 


Midnight and Maid. 

Mid. Who's there? 

Maid. Madam. 

Miz. Has any Meſlage been left for me To- day? 

Maid. Yes, Madam ; here has been one from my Lady 
Stilborn, that deſir'd you not to be out of the Way, for 
ſhe expected to cry out every Minute. | 

Mid. How! every Minute !—-Let me ſee [Tales cut 
ber Pecket-boork.] Stilborn—Ay—ſhe reckons with her 
Huſband from the firſt of April; and with Sir FR. 

| om 
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vive bimrom the firſt of March. Ay, ſhe's always a Month 
Servant. Pefore her time. [ Knocking at the Door.) Go ſee who's 
vil thatfit the Door. 
rime. -I Maid. Ves, Madam. [ Exit Maid. 
now it Mid. Well! certainly there is not a Woman in the 
Is there World fo willing to oblige Mankind as myſelf; and really 
I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, as I can 
remember. I have delivered as many Women of great 
Bellies, and helped as many to 'em as any Perſon in Eng- 
land; but my Watching and Cares have broken me quite, 
I am not the ſame Woman I was forty Years ago. 
Enter Richmore, 
Oh, Mr. Richmore ! you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man, 
ſo you are What will become of poor Cielia, Mr. 
Richmore? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Mis for- 
tunes, that they are not to be borne. [Weeps. 
| Rich. You, Mrs. Mignight, are the fitteſt Perſon in the 
World to eaſe her of em. 
Mid. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore ? 
Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it ; for I have ſworn 
fince to marry another. 
Mid. And will you break your Vows to Clelia? 
Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke hers to me ? 
Mid. How's that, Sir? 
Rich. Why, ſhe ſworea hundred Times never to grant 
me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her Word. 
Mid. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the. 
Reaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. 
Rich. And b love Mr. Richmore, and that is the Reaſon 
J forgot mine. Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that I follow 
her own Example, by doing the very — Thing from 
the very ſam Motive? 
Mid. Well, well! take my Word, you'll never thrive— 
I wonder how you can have the Face to come near me, 
that an the Witueſs of your horrid Oaths and Impre- 
cations! Are not you raid that the guilty Chamber 
y above-ſtairs ſnould tali down upon your Head? Ves, yes, 
A I was acceflary, 1 was ſo! but if ever you involve my 
Honour in ſuch a \ illainy the ſecond Time. Ah, poor 
Clelia ! I lov'd her as I did my own Danghter—you ſedu- 
cin 7 Man. [ Peeps. 
cb. Hey, ho! my Aurelia. 
Mid. 
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Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. | . 


Rich, Doſt thou know her, my dear Midnight? 

Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. — Ah, you're a ſa 
Man.— Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, breeding 
puking, and longing, has broken her much. — Tis 
hard Caſe, Mr. Richmore, for a young Lady to ſee; 
thouſand Things, and long for a thouſand Things, ant 
yet not dare to own that ſhe longs for one.—She had lik; 
to have miſcarried t'other Day for the Pith of a Loin c 
Veal.—Ah, you barbarous Man! 

Rich. But, my Aurelia] confirm me that you knoy 
her, and Þll adore thee. | 

Mid. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my 
Head, that you knew as much of her as! do: Why, Sir, 
I brought her into the World; I have had her ſprawling 
in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a Puffin, Sir. 

Rich. 1 think ſhe has no great Portion to value herſelf 
upon; her Reputation only will keep up the Market, 
We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying it down, and 
then ſhe'll part with it at an eaſy rate. 

Mid. But won't you provide for poor Clelia? 

Rich. Provide! Why han't I taught her a Trade? Let 
her ſet up when ſhewill, I'll engage her Cuſtomers enough, 
becauſe Lab anſwer for the Goodneſs of her Ware, 

Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Credit, 
and take a Shop; that is, get her a Huſband, —Have you 
no pretty Gentleman your Relation now, that wants a 
young virtuous Lady with a.handſome Fortune? No young 
Templar that has ſpent his Eſtate in the Study of the Law, 
and ftarves by the Practice? No ſpruce Officer that wants 
a handſome Wife to make Court for him among the Major- 
Generals? Have you none of theſe, Sir? 

Rich. Pho, pho, Madam—you have tired me upon that 
Subject. Do you think a Lady that gave me ſo much 
trouble before Poſſeſhon, ſhall ever give me any after it? 
No, no, had ſhe been more obliging to me when I was 
in her Power, I ſhou'd be more civil to her now ſhe's in 
mine: My Aſſiduity before-hand was an over-price ; had 
ſhe made a Merit of the Matter, ſhe ſhould have yielded 
ſooner. 

Mid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to her 
Honour, yet you ſhall prote& mine: How d'ye think J 

have 
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ave ſecur'd my Repu ation ſo long among the People of 

he beſt Figure, but by keeping all Mouths ſtopt? Sir, 

1 have no Clamours at me.—Heavens help me, I have 

amours enough at my Door early and late in my Yother 

apacity: In ſhort, Sir, a Huſband for Cielia; or I 
baniſh you my Preſence for ever, 

B Rich. I hou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
thee. Vae. 
Mid. Look*e, Sir, 'tis your own Advantage; *tis only 

mab ing over your Eſtate into the Hands of a Truſtee; 

and tho? you don't abſolutely command the Premiſſes, yet 
you may exact enough out of em for Neceſſaries, when 
you wall. 

Rich. Patience a little, Madam! ——I have a young 
Nephew that is a Captain of Horſe: He mortgag'd the 
lat Morſel of his Eſtate to me, to make up his Equipage 
| for the laſt Campaign. Perhaps you know him ; he's a 
briſk Fellow, much about Court, Captain Trueman. 

Mid. Trueman! Adſmylife, he's one of my Babies: 
J can tell you the very Minute he was born—preciſely at 
Three o*'Clock next St. George's Day, Trueman will be two 
and twenty; a stripling, the prettieſt good-natur'd Child, 
and your Nephew! He muſt be the Man; and ſhall be 
the Man; I have a Kindneſs for him. 

Rich. But we muſt have a Care; the Fellow wants 
neither Senſe nor Courage. 

Mid. Phu, phu, never fear her Part, ſhe ſhan't want 
Inſtructions; and then for her Lying: in a little abruptly, 
tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright or a 
Fall excuſes that: Lard, Sir, | do theſe Things every Day. 

Rich. Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; and 
Clelia ſhall have a Huſband. 

Mid. Spoe like a Man of Honour, —And now I'll 

ſerve you again. This Aurelia, you ſay | 

p Rich, O ſhe diſtracts me! her Beauty, Family, and 

8 Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure 
Mid. And you have a Mind, for that reaſon, to get her 

a Huſbard, 

Rich. Yes, faith: I have another young Relation at 
Cambridge, he's juſt going into Orders; and I think ſuch 
a fine Woman, with Fifteen- Hundred Pound, is a better 
Prelentation than any Living in my Gitt ; and why ſhou'd 
he 
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he like the Cure the worſe, that an Incumbent was the} Ric“. 
before ? ake' my, 
Mid. Thou art a pretty Fellow, At the ſame Momeſl Mid. 
you wou'd perſuade me that you love a Woman to Mad 
neſs, you are contriving how to part with her? 
Rich. If I lov'd her not to Madnels, I ſhou'd not ru 
into theſe Contraditions——Here, my dear Motte * * 
Aurelia's the Word - [Offering her Mong 
Mid. Pardon me, Sir; [| Refuſing the Money] Did you 
ever know me mercenary ?——No, no, Sir; V irtuè is it 
own Reward. | 
Rich, Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the Teeth, 
Powder you ſent me. | 
Mid, O, that's another Matter, Sir; [Takes the Money] 
J hope you like it, Sir? . 
Rich. Extremely, Madam. But it was ſomewhat dear 


r. 

of twenty Guĩneas. Alia. 5 
Enter Servant. Livi 
Ser. Madam, here is Mr, Wqau'dbe's Footman below 10 
with a Meſſage from his Maſter. | you 
Mid. I come to him preſently: Do you know that ( 
Wou'dbe loves Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs, Me 
Conſtance, with the great Fortune, and that I ſolicit be 
for him ? . 
Rich. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his elder Brother: Beſides, 80 
young Wou'dbe has no Money to proſecute au Affair of IF 


ſuch Conſequence.—You can have no Hopes of Succeſ; 
there, I'm ſure. | 
4 Mid. Truly, I bave no great Hopes; but an induflrious 
. Body, you know, wou'd do any thing rather than be 
idle: The Aunt is very near her Time, and I have ac- 
ceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. 

Rich, Now I think on't ; Prithee, get the Letter from 
| Mou dbe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be proper 
= to our Deſigns upon Trueman, that it ſhou'd not be 


1 expos'd. | 
| Mid. And you ſhew'd Clelia's Letter to Won'dbe ? 
1 Rich. Yes. 
Mid. Eh, you barbarous Man—Who the Devil wou'd 
oblige you—What Pleaſure can you take in expoſing the 
poor Creature? Dear little Child, *tis pi:y, indeed it is. 


bo 


2 
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vas the) Rich. Madam, the Meſſenger waits below; fo I'll 


ake my Leave. Exit. 
Momelj Md. Ah, you'ie a ſad Man. Exit. 


to Mac 
The End of the Firſt ACT. 
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Teeth, | 
SCENE, The Park. 
Meg) 
BE. Conſtance and Aurelia. 
[ pro, Aur. Rithee, Couſin Conſtance, be chearful ; let the 
" dead Lord ſleep in Peace, and look up to the 
below Living ; take Pen, Ink and Paper, and write immediately 
to your Lover, that he is now a Baron of England, and 
that you long to be a Baroneſs, | 
Mrs Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the 
licit Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear the Son; 
beſides, I don't know how I could wiſh my young Lord 
Jos were at home in thig Juncture: T his Brother of his 
| of Some Miſchief will happen [ had a very ugly Dream 


laſt Night—la ſhort, I am eaten up with the Spleen, my 
Dear. 

_ Aur. Come, Come, walk about and divert it; the 
* Air will do you good; think of other People's Affairs a 
little When did you ſee Celia? 


'els 


5 Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don't you abſerve 
0 her Gaiety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her 
5 Humour don't ſit ſo eaſy upon her. 


Hur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 
Con. Did you oblerve how ſhe devour'd the Pomegra- 
nates yeſterday ? 
Aur. She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leiceſterſbire. 
_— She fainted away in the Countiy-dance tYotaer 
Sight, 
Aur. Richmore ſhunn'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 
Con. And his Footman laugh'd, | 
Vol. II. E Aur. 


% 
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Aur, She takes Laudanum to make her ſleep a Nights. 
Con. Ah, poor Celia!“ What will ſhe do, Couſin ? 
Aur, Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be up, 
Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make merry 
with her Misfortunes? I am poſitive ſhe was no eaſy Con- 
quelt ; ſome ſingular Villainy has been practis'd upon her, 

Aur, Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be practiſing upon 
me too, | thank him. 

Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a premiſing Perſon, 

Aar, Nay, for that matter, his promiſing Perſon may 
as ſoon be broke as his promiſing Vows: Nature, indeed, 
has made him a Giant, and he wars with Heaven like 
the Giants of old 

Con. Then why will you admit his Viſits ? 

Aur. I never did—But all the Servants are more his 
than our own : he has a Golden Key to every Door in 
the Houſe ; beſides, he makes my Uncle believe that his 
Intentions are honourable ; and indeed be has ſaid no- 
thing yet to diſprove it——But, Couſin, do you ſee who 
comes yonder, fliding along the Mall? 

Con. Captain Trueman, I proteſt the Campaign has 
improv'd him, he makes a very clean well- finiſn'd Figure. 

Aur, Youthful, eaſy, and good-natur'd, I could wiſh 
he would know us. 

Con. Are you ſure he's well-bred ? 

Aur. I tell you he's good-natur'd, and I take good 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Deſire to be eaſy and 
agreeable to whatever Converſation we fall into; and a 
Porter with this 1s mannerly in his way ; and a Duke 
without it has but the Breeding of a Dancing-maſter, 

Con, I like him for his Affection to my young Lord. 

Aur. And I like him for his Affection to my young 
Perſon. 

Con, How, How, Couſin? You never told me that. 

Aur. How ſhou'd 1? He never told it me, but I have 
diſcover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, that are 
better Security for his Heart than ten thouſand Yows and 
Promiſes. | 

Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too—He's a pretty 
Fellow But then he's a Soldier, and muſt ſhare his 
Time with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders. — No, = 

m 
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ſin ? „n refolv'd againſt a Man that diſappears all the Summer 
u ke a Woodcock. 


e merry [4s theſe Words are ſpoken, Trueman enters bebind them, 


ſy Con. at paſſing over the Stage. 
c * True. That's for me, whoever ſpoke it. Aurelia! 
g upon Jurpriled.) | [The Ladies turn about. 


Con, What Captain, you're afraid of every thing but 


Perſon, With Enemy! 
n may True. J have Reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehenſive 
ndeed, {Mb<re there is moſt Danger: The Enemy is ſatisfied with 


. or an Arm, but here l'm in haz ard of loſing my 
art. 


Aur. None in the World, Sir, Nobody here deſigus to 


re his attack it. : 
or in on rue. rag ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, 
it hi. adam 
for Aur, Then we'll return it without Ranſom. 
who True, But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to ſtay 
where it is. 
has Aur. That were to turn Deſerter; and you know, 
ure, Captain, what ſach deſerve, 
wiſh rue. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment — 


Shot to Death 
Con. Nay, then, 'tis Time for me to put in — Pray, 
50d Sir, have you heard the News of my Lord ee H th ? 


* True People mind not the Death, of others, Madam, 
1 a that are expiring themſelves. (1e Conſtance.) Do you 
be conſider, Madam, the Penalty of wounding a Man in the 
Park ? +; [To Aurel, 

Aur. Hey day ! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make a 

2 Vigo Buſineſs of it, and break the Boom at once! Sir, if 


you only rally, pray let my Couſin have her Share; or if 
you wou'd be particular, pray be more reſpectful; not ſo 
much upon the Declaration, I beſeech you; Sir. 

True. | have been, fair Creature, a perfect Coward in 
my Paſſion ; I have had hard Strygglings* with my Fear 
before I durſt engage, and now ferhaps behave far too 
deſperately. og 
| Aur. Sir, IJ am very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; for 
I muſt puniſh you for't, tho' it be contrary to my_lacl- 

nation, _—Come, Coufin, will you walk ? 
Con, Servant, Sir. .* [Exeunt Ladies. 
E 2 True. 


n 


ws. @ 


24 The Twin-Rivals, 


True. Charwing Creature ! Inuſi puniſh you for't, 
tho" it be contrary to my Inclination Hope and Deſpair in 
a Breath. But I'll think the beſt. [ Exit, 


SCENE charges to Young Wou'dbe's Lodgings. 


Yeung Wou'dbe and Midnight meeting. 

V. V. Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, welcome, 
Mid. My dear Child, bleſs thee—=Who would have im 
in'd that I brought this great Rogue into the World! 
le makes me an old Woman, I protet—— But adſo, my 
Child, I forget; I'm ſorry for the Loſs of your Father, 
ſorry at my Heart, poor Man. [/Peps.] Mr. Von abe, 
have you got a Drop of Brandy in your Cloſet ; I an't 

very well to-day, 

V. V. That you ſhan't want: but be pleas'd to fit, my 
dear Mother — Here, Jack, the Brandy- bottle — Now, 
Madam! have occaſion to uſe you in drefling up a hand- 
ſome Cheat for me. 

Mid. I defy any Chamber-maid in Exgland to do it 
better have dreſs'd up a hundred and fiſty Cheats in 
my Time, Enter Jack with the Brandy-bottle.] 
Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, I'll take 
a Sup out of the Bottle, 

Y. V. Right, Madam And my Buſineſs being 
very urgent—In three Words, 'tis this 

1id. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 
[Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to a poor 
Creature, and fitter to revive waſting Spirits, than a lit- 
tle plain Brandy; I an't for your hot Spirits, your Ro/a 
Solis, 3 Ratifias, your Orange- waters, and the like — 
A moderate Gla's of cool Nants is the beſt Thing. 

Y. V. But to our Buſineſs, Madam — My Father is 
dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eftate, 

Mid. You put the Caſe very well. 

V. V. One of two Things I muſt chuſe—Either to be a 
Lord or a Beggar. 

Mid. Be a Lord to chuſe——Tho' I have known ſome 
that have choſen both. 

V. V. I have a Brother that I love very well; but fince 
one of us muſt want, I. had rather he ſhould ſtarve than J. 

Mid Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, you're in the 


right on't. 
- v. . 
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you fer, Y. V. Now your Advice upon theſe Heads, 
eſpair i Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and 1 muſt conſider, 


[ ExiW/ Drinks.) Is there a Will in the Caſe ? 


Y. V. There is; which excludes me from every Foot 


vgs, 
N of the Eſlate. 
Mid. That's bad Where's your Brother ? 
elcome, v. V. He's now in Germany, in his way to Eng'and, 
ave ima- and is expected very ſoon. | | 
World! Mid. How ſoon ? 
Iſo, my v. V. In a Month, or leſs: | 
Father, Mid. O ho! A Month is a great while! cur Buſineſs 
onde, I muſt be done in an Hour or t5 0—We mult ſuppoſe your 
; | an't brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be atlual'y dead—and 
my Lord, my humble Service t'ye— (Drinks. 
fit, my Y. V. O Madam, I'm your Ladyſhip's moſt devoted 
Now, Make your Words good, and Þll— 
hand- Mid. Say no more, Sir; you ſhall have it, you ſhall 
have it. 
do it V. V. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight ? 
ats in Mid. Mrs. Midnight ! Is that all? - Why not Mother, 
ottle.] Aunt, Grandmother ? tir, I have done more for you this 
take Moment, than all the Relations you have in the World, 
Y. V. Let me hear it. 
being Mid. By the Strength of this potent Inſpiration, I have 
made you a Peer of Exg/and, with ſeven thonſand Pounds 
inci, a Year. -My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. (Drints. 
poor V. V. The Woman's mad, | believe. ! 
a lit- Mid. Quick, quick, my Lord ! counterfeit a Letter 
Roa preſently from Germany, that your brother is kill'd in a 
Cm Duel : Lin it be directed to your Father, and fall into 
the Hands of the Steward when you are by. What fort 
er is of Fellow is the Steward ? ; 
Y. V. Why, a timorous half-honeſt Man, that a little 
Perſuaſion will make a whole Knave—He wants Courage 
be a o be thoroughly juſt, or entirely a Villain but good 
backing will make him either, 
me Mid. And he ſhan't want that! I tell you the Letter 
muſt come into his Hands when you are by; upon this 
nce you muſt take immediate Poſſeſſion, and ſo you have the 
1 1, belt part of the Law of your fide. : 
the Y. . But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mean Time? 


Mid. This mult be done this very Moment: Let him 
E 3 


come 
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come when you're in Poſſeſſion, I'll warrant we'll find Mid 
way to keep him out.— fer an 
V. V. But how, my dear Contriver ? That": 
Mid. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's Wi jemnit 
— That is, one that your Father might have made, a ,, the 
which we will make for him— 'I ſend you a Nephe um, u 
of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do the Buſineſs ; pol _ 
zet into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I lay ; let us have but th well, 
Enate to back the Suit, and you'll find the Law t.c 
ſtrong for Juſtice, I warrant you. 
V. M. My Oracle! Hew ſhall we revel in Delight 
when this great PrediQtion is accompliſhed——— But on: 
thing yet remains, my Brother's Miſtrefs, the charmiry Wi 
Conflance—Let her be mine hand 


Mid. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o'courſe; ſhe's contraftel 
to you; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no Man but my Lori been 
Mou dbe's Son and Heir; now you being the Perſon, ſhe" W, 
recoverab'e by Law. thriv 
V. . Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to him Do) 
'twere Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an cal G74 
Favour will ſatisſy me. | 

Mid. Why, truly, as you fay, that Favour is ſo eaſy, 
that | wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about it—But ge: Con 


you gone and mind your Affairs, I muſt about mine — and 
Oh—T had forgot——Where's that fooliſh Letter you bat bou, 
this Morning from Richmore ? ſcie1 


Y. V | have poſted it up in the Chocolate-hruſe. zs & 
Mid. Yaw, (Shrieks) J ſhall fall into Fits; hold me- 8 
V. V. No, no, I did but jeſt ; here it i But be al 1 
ſur'd, Madam, I wanted only Time to have expos'd it, 


an 
Mid. Ah! you barbarous Man, why fo? me! 
Y. V, Becauſe when Knaves of our Sex, and Fools of tior 


yours mect,. they make the beſt Jeſt in the World. « 

Mid. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jeſt when 2p 
we are the Knaves, and you the Fools—But look'e, Sit, 
if ever you open your Mouth about this Trick — 'I d- 
cover all your Tricks! therefore Silence and Safety on un 
both Sides. 

Y. V. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 
preſcnt, becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſuſt- 
ciently ; fo there's your Letter. [Gives the Letter.) And Di 
now to write my own. 


Mid. 
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11 find Mid. Adieu, My Lord — Let me fee ? [Opens the Let- 
ter and reads.) If there be Solemnity in Proteftations 
„ } That's fooliſh, very fooliſh Why ſhou'd- ſhe expect So- 
T's Wi lemnity in Proteſtations ? Um, um, um, I may fill depend 
de, a en the Faith of my Richmore—Ah,- poor Clzl:a / Um. 
Nephe um, um, I can no longer hide the Effects on't from the Wor iz, 
1 „Serbe Effefts ond! How modeſtly is that expreſs'd ? 
ut the 


Well, 'tis a pretty Letter, and Pl keep it. 


aw t. [ Puts the Letter in her Pocket, and Exit. 
Deligh SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Heat. 
But one Enter Steward and his Wife, 
aro %%. You are to blame, you are much to blame, Huſ- 
band, in being ſo ſcrupulous. 
tracted Stew. *Tis true: This fooliſh Conſcience of mine has 
Lor been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 
n, la! Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one that 
1 thrives, and I' ſhew you a hundred that ſtarre by it 
0 um Do you think 'tis ſourſcore Pound a Year makes my Lord 
\ calle Gouty's Steward's Wife live at the Rate of four hundred? 
1 Upon my Word,. my Dear, I'm as good a Gentleweman' 
„ ea 25 the, and I expect to be maintain'd accordingly:: *I'is 
ut ger Conſcience, I warrant, that buys her the Point- heads. 
1 and Diamond Necklace ? Was it Conſcience that 
* bought her the fine Houſe in Jermain-freet ? Is it Con- 
ſcience that enables the Steward to buy, when the Lord 
is forced to ſell ? | 
wg Stew, But what wou'd you have me do ?'. 
d ir Wife. Do! Now's your Time ; that ſmall Morſel of 
" an Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth 
I: o nentioning; take it towards your Daughter Molly's Por- 
” tion — What's two hundred a Year? 'twill never be miſs'd. 
1 Stew, Tis but a fmall Matter, I muſt conſeſs; and as 
87 a Reward for my paſt faithful Service, 1 think it but rea- 
dE bnable I ſhould cheat a little now. : 
| s f Mig. Reaſonable! All the Reaſon that can be; if the 
* ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, why let 
3 an honeſt Man reward himſelf— There's five hundred 
(off. Pounds you receiv'd but two Days ago, lay them afide—- 
And you may eaſily ſink it in the Charge of the Funeral 
Do my Dear now, kiſs me, ard do it. 
Mil Steww, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with you! 


E 4; But, 
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But, my Dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my young Lord; 
coming home : he's a cunning cloſe Man, they iay, and 
will examine my Accounts very narrowly. 

Wife. Ay, my Dear, would ycu had the younger Bro. 
ther to deal with; you might manage him as you pleas'd 
»— | ſee him coming. Let us weep, let us weep. 

[Thy pull cut their Handkerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn, 
Euter Young Wou'dbe. 

Stew. Ah, Sir, we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
and a Supporter. 

V. V. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to Fate, as 
he has done. And it is no ſmall Addition to my Grief, 
honeſt Mr. Clear-account, that it is not in my Power to 
ſupply my Father's Place to you and yours Your Sin- 
cerity and Juſtice to the Dead merits the greateſt Regard 
from thoſe that ſurvive him——Had I but my Brother's 
Ability, or he my Inclinations, Pll affure you, Mrs, 
Clear-account, you ſhould not have ſach Cauſe to mourn} 

Wife. Ah, good noble Sir ! | 
** Your Brother, Sir, I hear is a very ſevere 

an. 

Y. V. He is what the World calls a prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward: I have often heard him very ſevere upon 
Men of your Buſineſs ; and has declar'd, That for Form's 
take indeed he would keep a Steward, but that he would 
inſpect into all his Accounts himſelf, 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Wau'dbe, you have more Senſe than 
to do theſe Things; you have more Honour than to 
trouble your Head with your own Affairs Would to 
Heavens we were to ſerve you, 

Y. V. Wou d I cou'd ſerve you, Madam, —— without 
Injuſtice to my Brother. 

© Euter a Servant. 

Ser. A Letter for my Lord Wou'dte. 

$:.av, It comes too late, alas! for his Peruſal ; let me 
ſee it. | | | (Opens, and reads. 

Frankfert, Octob. 10, Ne: Style. 

Frankfort ! Where's Frankfort, Sir! 

Y. W. In Germany : This i ctter muſt be from my £10- 
ther! I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 

Stew, I is none of his Hand, Let me ſce. 
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My Lora, 
7 Am troubled at this unhappy Occaſion of ſending to your 
Lordſhip 5 your brave Son, and my dear Friend, was 
Vellerday unfortunately kild in a Duel by a German 


Oo == | f 
| ſhall love a German Count as long as I live. My 


Lord, my Lord, now may call you ſo, ſince your elder 


Brother*'s—dead. 

Y. W. and Wife, How ! 

$:exv. Read there. Gives the Letter, Wou'dbe peruſes it. 

Y. V. Oh, my Fate! a Father and a Brother in one 
Day! Heavens! *Iis too much —— Where is the fatal 
Meſſenger ? 

Ser. A Gentleman, Sir, who ſaid he came Poſt on 
purpoſe. He was afraid the Contents of the Letter wou'd 
unqualify my Lord for Company, ſo he would take an- 
other Time to wait on him. 

Y. V. Nay, then *tis true; and there is Truth in 
Dreams. Laſt Night I dream 

IVife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; I dreamt I ſaw 
your Brother dreſs'd in a long Minilter's Gown, (Lord 
bleſs us!) with a Book in his Hand, walking before a 
dead Body to the Grave. 

Y. V. Well, Mr. C'e-r-account, get Mourning re:dy. 

Steau. Will your. Lordſhip have the old Coach cover'd, 


or a new one made? 


Y. V. A new one — The old Coach, with the Grey 
Horſes, I give to Mrs, Cl-ar-acc;unt here; 'tis not fit ſhe,” 


ſhould walk the Streets. 
Hi: Heavens bleſs the German Count, I ſay, —But 
my Lord— *' | 
Y. V. No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it, — And 
receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours — Mr. Clear- 
eccount, I dozble your Salary, and all the Servants Wages, 
o moderate their Grief for our great Loſſes—Pray,. Sir, 
take order about theſe Affairs. 
Steav. J ſhall, my Lord. [ Excynt Stew. and Wife, 
V. V. So! I have got Poſſeſſion of the Caſtle, and if 
had a little Law to fortify me now, I believe we might 
hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes my Attorney. 
Mr, Subtleman, your Servant. 


E 5 Enter 
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Sub. My Lord, 1 wiſh you loy; my Aunt Miduig! a 
has ſent me to receive your Commands. 

V. V. Has ſhe told you any thing. of the Affair? Soy 

Sub. Not a Word, my Lord. naw 

V. V. Why then——come nearer, —Can you make: 
Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life of an Elde 
Brother ? 7 

Sub. I thought. you had been the eldeſt. | o 

v. V. That we are not yet agreed upon; for you mul 
know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes a fancy aal 
to diſpute the Seniority with me—— For look'e, Sir, my 
Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord in the Family, by 
bringing forth Twins: My Brother, 'tis true, was Firk: 
born; but I believe, from the bottom of my Heart, I wa: 
the firſt begotten. | g 

Sub. I underſtand ou are come to an Eſtate and 
Dignity, that by Juſlice indeed is your own, but by Lay 
it falls to your Brother. 

V. V. I had rather, Mr. Subtleman, it were his by 
Juſtice, and mine by Law: for I wou'd: have the ftrongel: 
Tr'le, rf poſſible. 

Sub. I am very ſorry there ſhould happen any Breach 
between Brethren :——$So I think it wou'd be but a Chril- 
tian and Charitable Act to take away all farther Diſputes, 
by making you. true Heir to the Eſtate by the laſt Will of R 
your Father. —Look'e Il divide Stakes——you ſhall yield * 
the Elderſhip and Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his 8 

ſtate to you. x 
V. V. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if Io dun: 
— him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trille: But ö 

ow ſhall we do about his Will? Who ſhall we get to þ 
prove it? thief 

Sub. Never apes p* nega for that: I expect a Car- „m 
goe of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt. fair Wind. Fa 

V. V. But.we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done im · * 
mediately. 

Sub. Well, well ; we'll find ſome body, I warrant you, 
to make Oath of his laſt Words. | 
FV. W. That's impoſlible; for my. Father died of an 
Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 
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ab. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead Man 


that I have made to ſpeak. 


Y. V. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I don't queſ- 


tion, Sir; and I can aſſure you there will be ten Guineas 
for every Word = extort 
U 


om him in my Favour. 


Sub, O. Sir, that's enough to make your Great Grand- 


father ſpeak. 


V. W. Come then, I'll carry you to my Steward; he 
ſhall give you the Names of the Manors, and the true 
'T'tles and Denominations of the Eſtate, and then you 


fall go to Work. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes te the Park, 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. 

Rich, O brave Cuz! yau're very happy with the Fair. 
I find. Pray, which of theſe two Ladies you encounter'd 
juſt now has your Adoration? 

True. She that commands by forbidding it: And fince 
| had Courage to declare to herſelf, I dare now own it to 
the World, fure/ia, Sir, is my Angel. 

Rich, Ha? [A long Panſe.] Sir, I find you're of every 
Pody's Religion; but methinks you make a bold Flight 
at firſt: Do you think your Captain's Pay will ſtake againſt 
ſo high a Gamefter? 

True, What'do you mean ? 

Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, mean !—You're a Man of 
mighty Honour, we all know.——Bat ['l! tell you a Se- 
eret. The Thing is public already. 

True. I ſhou'd be proud that all Mankind were ac- 
quainted with it.; I ſhould deſpiſe the Paſſion that could 
make me either aſhamed, or afraid to own 1t, 

Rich, Ha, ha, ha! Prithee, dear Captain, no more of 
theſe Rhedomontados ; you may as ſoon put a Standing « 
army vpon us, Tl tell you another Secret Five hun- 
died Pound is the leaſt Penny. 

True Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe has fifteen hundred. 

Rich. Nay, tomy Knowle ge, ſhe took five, 

True, Took five! How! Where? 

Rich, In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain; where ſhou'd. 


it be ? 
True. I'm amaz'd ! 
Rich, So am 1, thattſhe cou'd be ſo unreaſonable—" 
Fifteca 
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Fifteen hundred Pound! 'Sdeath! had ſhe that Price 
from you ? | 

True. Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 

Rich, Why, what have you to do with her Portion ? 

True. I lov'd her 1 * Marriage, by this Light. 

Rich. Marriage! Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipſy for 
her Cunning—A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous Fel. 
low. of two and. twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe wanted; 
I find ſhe preſently fingled you out from the Herd. 

True, You diſtract me! 

Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars abroad, 
and leave her to Engagements at home. | 

True. Death and Furies! I'll be reveng'd. 

Rich. Wky? What can you do? You'll challenge her, 
will you ? | 

True. Her Reputation. was ſpotleſs when I went over, 

Rich. So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Bouflers ; but 
d'ye think, that while you were beating- the French 
abroad, that we were idle at home ?—No, no, we have 
had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surrenders, and 


all that, We have cut ourſelves out good Winter 
Quarters as well as you. | 
True. And are you billetted there? Y. 
Rich. Look'e, Trueman, you ought to be very truſty I firm : 
to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from Deſtruction.—— In Sul 
lain terms, I have buried Five hundred Pounds ip that I to pr 
ute Spot, and I ſhould think it very hard, if you took W Yes= 
it over my Head. him, 
True. Not by a Leaſe for Life, I can aſſure you: But I dy.ng 
I ſhall choſe 


Rich. What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to give. W found 
Look'e,. ſince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. Ina H 
Year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſlet-bank ; every Did 
* may play at it that - A A and then. you may put I Pup 
in fo | 


ra Piece or two, | vals t 
True. Dear Sir, I cou'd worſhip you for this. Ste 
Rich. Not for this, Nephew ! for I did not intend it, Fu. 

but I came to ſeek you upon another Affair. Were not V. 
you at Court laſt Night ? u. 
True. I Was. Sir, 
Rich, Did you not talk to C/elia, my Lady Taper 4 
or 


iss? - 
| Lite 
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True. A fine Woman ! N 
Rich, Well; I met her upon the Stairs; and hand- 
ing her to her Coach, ſhe aſced me, if you were not my 
Nephew And ſaid two or three warm things, that per- 
fuade me ſhe likes you: Her Relations have Interett at 
Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket, | 
True. But—this Devil Aurelia ſtill fticks with me. 
Rich. What then! The Way to love in one Place with 
with Succeſs, is to marry in another with Convenience, 
Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied to your 
reigning Ambition, whether Love or Advancement, will 
go a great way: And for her Virtue, and Conduct, be 
aſſur d that nobody can give a better Account of it than 
myſelf. e 2 | 
— I am willing to believe from this late Accident, 
that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in what you 
propoſe; and oe to I am ſatisfied to be govern'd. 
Rich, I ſee the very Lady in the Walk. We'll about it. 
True, I wait on you. | [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, 


7. Wou'dbe,, Subtleman, and Steward. 


v. V. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the Will is 
firm and good in Law. | 

Sub. I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt Words 
to prove it, here they are, —Look'e Mr. Cliear-account— 
Yes—that is an Anſwer to the Queſtion that was put to 
him, (you know) by thoſe: about him when he was a 
dy.ng—Yes, or No, he muſt have ſaid; ' ſo. we have 
choſen Yes Yer, 1 bade made my Will, as it may be 
found in the Cufledy of Mr. Clear- account my Steward; 
and 1 defire it may ſtand as my Laſt Will and Teſtament.— 
Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to the 
Pur poſe? An Apoplexy ! I tell you, my Lord had Inter- 
vals to the laſt, - * 6 | 

Stew, Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be prov d? 

Sub My Lord ſhall ſpeak em no. 

Y. Sell he, faukt 14557 ie ene 

Sub. Ay, now——if the Corps ben't bury'd-— Look'e, 
Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, and drawn 
out again before us all: And if they won't be his laſt 
Words then I'll be petjur'd, 2 
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v. V. What! violate the Dead! it muſt not be Mr. 
Subileman. 

Sub, With all my Heart, Sir! But. I think you had 
better violate the Dead of a Tooth or ſo, than violate 
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the Living of ſeven Thouſand Pound a Year. 
V. V. But is there no other way? 

Sub. No, Sir: Why, d'ye think Mr. Clear-account here 
will hazard Soul and Body to ſwear they are his lat 
Words, unleſs they be made bis laſt Words? For my 
Part, Sir, I'll fwear to nothing but what I ſee with my 
Eyes come out of-a Man's Mouth. 

V. V. But it looks fo unnatural, 


Sub. What ! to open a Man's Mouth, and put in a bit 
of Paper I—this fs all. 

Y. W. But the Body is cold, and his Teeth can't be 
got aſunder. | 


Sub. But what Occaſion has your Father for Teeth 
now ? I tell you what——1 knew a Gentleman, three 
Days buried, taken out of his Grave, and his dead Hard 
ſet to his Laſt Will, (unleſs. ſomebody made him ſięn 
another afterwards) and I know the Eftate to be held by 
that Tenure to this Day: And a firm Tenore it is ; for 
a dead Hand holds faſteſt; and let. me tell you, dead 
Teeth will faſten as hard. ; 

V. V. Well, well, uſe your Pleaſure, you underſtand 
the Law beſt. xit. Subtleman and Steward |] 
What a mighty Confuſion is brought in Families by ſud- 
den Death Men ſhould do well to ſettle their Affair; 
in Time—Had my Father done this before he was taken 
ill, what a trouble had he fav'd us? But: he was taken 
ſuddenly, poor Man 

Re-emter Subtleman. 

Sab. Your Father ftill bears you the old Grudge, | 
find! it was with much firuggling he conſented ;. I never 
knew a Man fo loth to ſpeak in my Life. 

V. V. He was always a Man of few Words, 

Sub. Now I may fafely bear Witneſs myſelf, as the 
Scrivener there prefent—-——l love to do Things with 2 
clear Conference. [ Subſcribes, 

Y. M Bat the Law requires three Witneſſes. 

Sub. OJ. 1 ſhall pick a Couple more, that perhaps may 

| tale 
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take my Word for't : ——But is not Mr. Clear- account in 
your Intereſt? 

Y. V. I hope ſo. 

Sub. Then he ſhall be one; a Witneſs in the Family 
goes a great way! Beſides, theſe foreign Evidences are 
r ſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. I hope, if mine eſcape 
the Privateers, to make an hundred Pound. an. Ear of 


| every Head of em But the Steward is an honeſt Man, 


and ſhall ſave you the Charges, * 
V. W. Solus.) The Pride of Birth, the Heats of Ap · 
etite, and Fear of Want, are ſtrong Temptations to In- 


juſtice.— But why Injuſtice?— The World hath broke all 


Civilities with me, and left me in the eldeſt State of Na- 
ture, Wild, where Force, er Cunning firſt created Right. 
I cannot ſay I ever knew a Father: 'Tis-true, I was 
begotten in his Life-time, but I was poſthumous born,. 
and liv'd not till he died My Hours, indeed, I number'd,. 
but ne'er enjoy'd *em, ull this Moment:—My Brother! 
what is Brother? We are all ſo; and the fit two were 
Lnemies,——He ſtands before me in the Road of Life to- 
rob me of my Pleaſures, My Senſes, form'd by Nature 
for Delight, are all alarm'd. My Sight, my Hearing, 
Taſte and Touch, call loudly on me for their Objects, 


and they. ſhall be ſatisfied. Exit, 
The End of the ſecond ACT. 
COLE EEE ELLE EE EEE EE EEE ED 
AT H. 


SCENE, a Levee. 


Hung Wou'dbe dreſſing, and ſeveral Gentlemen whiſper«. 
ing bim by turns; | 


V. 83 the greateſt Ornament of Quality is a 

clean and a numerous Levee; ſuch a Croud of 
Attendants for the cheap Reward of Words and Promiſes, 
diſinguiſnes the Nobility from thoſe that pay Wages to 


their Servants. Y {3 Gentleman whiſpers. 
dir, | ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſfioners, and uſe all my 
Intereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir, [ Another 9 

bt 
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Sir, 1 ſhall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; let me 


ſe? you to-morrow. A Third vt do) 
Sir, I'll conſider of it. — That F . Breath Tay al, 1 ft 
T_—_— 1 pam Comick, your Servant. 0b. 11 
om. y Lora, WI ou jOY; 1 have - , ] 
ſhew your Lordſhip. Ts 
Y. V. What is it, pray, Sir? Mr. 41G 
Com. I have = Elegy upon the dead Lord, and a Pa- _ 
ne | our to 
2 upon the living one; Ju utrumgue paratus, y Fellow 
V. V. Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comick.— But. pra In ever) 
Mr. Comick, why don't you write Plays? it ow rin kind of 
one an Opportunity of ſerving you. intend | 
Com. My Lord, I have writ one. ruin'd, 
- ne Fra rn ever ated ? V. * 
Com. No, My Lord; but it has b you an, 
theſe three Years and a half. N 0 4 d. 
V. W. A long Time. There muſt b olone 
Buſineſs in it 8 n ſhip we 
Com. No, my Lo:d, none at all—T have anoth P! V. „ 
Juſt finiſh's, but that I want a Plot ſor't. 1 40. 
* V. = het 3 you ſhould read the Italian and Span ne 
Plays, Mr. Comick.— ! like your Verſes h ightily— 
Mr. Clear-account, F i r . Ald. 
om. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. lt. eu mi 
Th . Here, give Mr. Comicł, give "IM vile hin Cargo 
the Spaniſh Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. Flace— 
Captain, can I do you any Service ? Coeap/e 
Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the Gene- md Cc 
ral for that vacant Commiſſion: I hope, my Lord, the Loyalt 
Blood I have alrealy loſt, may intitle me to ſpill the Re. the Rb 
mainder in my Country's Cauſe, lows a: 
V. V. All the reaſon in the World —Captain, you may Now, 
depend upon me for all the Service I can. | hint cb 
Gen. 1 hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak to the i | v. 
General about that vacant Commiſſion: altho* I have nd jp 
never made a Campaign; yet, my Lord, my Intereſtin I 44. 
the Country can raiſe me Men, which, I think, ſhould meh 
prefer me to that Gentleman, u hoſe bloody Diſpoſition Tk 
* the poor People from liſting. 1. 
. W. All the reaſon in the World, Sir; you may de- did 
pend upon me for all the Service in my Power, —Captai meu 
725 . 8 wy 
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1 me gen do your Buſineſs for you— Sir, I'll ſpeak to the Gene- 
4 * al, I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe [To the Gentlemen, 


Enter a Citizen, 

Ob, Mr. 4/derman, — your Servant—— Gentlemen all, 
] beg your pardon, [ Exeunt Levee, 
Mr. Alderma n, have you any Service to command me ? 

Aid. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant, — I have a Fa- 
our to beg: You muſt know, I have a graceleſs Son, a 
Fellow that driaks and ſwears eternally, keeps a Whore 
in every corner of the Town; in ſhort, he's fit for no 
kind of thing but a Soldier—I'm ſo tir'd of him, that 1 
intend to throw him into the Army, let the Fellow be 
ruin'd, if he will. | 

V. V. I commend your paternal Care, Sir ?—can I do 
you any Service in this Affair? 

Ad. Yes, my Lord : There is a vacant Company in 
Colonel What d'yecall'm's Regiment, and if your Lord- 
ſhip would but ſpeak to the General 
Play Y. V. Has your Son ever ſerv'd ? : 

#14. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an Enſign in the 
ol Train-bands now. 

V. V. Has he ever ſignaliz'd his Courage? 
Ald. Oſten, often, my Lord; but one Day particular, 

„ou muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſy ſhipping off a, 
JE P y P. . 

Cargo of Cheeſe, that he left my Son to command in his 
Place—Would you believe it, my Lord, he charg'd up 


beagſſde in the Front of the Buff Coats, with ſuch Bravery 
ene. nd Courage, that I could not forbear wiſhing in the 


Loyalty of my Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon 
ge. le Rhine —Ah! my Lord, we muſt employ ſuch Fel- 
lows as he, or we ſhall never humble the French King — 
Now, my Lord, if you cou'd find a convenient Time to 


me hint theſe Things to the General 

) the V. V. All the reaſon in the World, Mr. 4lderman, VI! 
have do you all the Service I can 

eſt in Ald. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage, fit 


ould for the Service; and then he loves Hardſhip—He ſlee ps 
ty2ry other Night in the Round-bouſe. 

Y. V. Il do you all the Service I can. 
Ad. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with his Pike ſo very 
handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart t'other Day 
and he beats a Drum like an Angel. A, 


— h Om mm -—  _v ‚ ü ]—qca BB SO. * 
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V. V. I'l do you all the Service I can 
[Net 2 the leaft Notice of the Alderman all thi 


wwhile, but drefſing himſelf in the Glaſs. 

Ala. But, my Lond. the 49 of — Lordſhip 
Affairs may put my Buſineſs out of your Head; therefore, 
my Lord, I'll preſume to leave you ſome Memorandum, 

V. V. I'll do you all the Service I can 

[ Not minding hin. 

Ald. Pray, my Lord, [ Pulling him by the Sleeve. give 
me leave for a Memorandam : my Glove, I ſappoie, wil 
do: Here, my Lord, pray remember me.—— 

| [ Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit 

Y. V. I'll do you all the Service 1 can — What, is he 
gone? Tis the moſt rude familiar Fellow—Faugh, whit 
a greaſy Gauntlet is here - [A Pur/e drops out of the Glove. 
On! No, the Glove is a clean well-made Glove, and 
the Owner of it the molt reſpectful Perſon I have fe 
this Morning, he knows what Diftance [Chinking th 
Purſe] is due to a Man of Quality, —but what muſt | « 

for this? Friſure [ To his Valet, ) do you remember whit 
the Aldermen ſaid to me ? 
_ Fri. No, my Lord, I thought yeur Lordſhip: had: 

V. V. This Blockhead thinks a Man of Quality ca 
mind what People /ay—— when they do ſomething, 'ti 
another caſe. Here, call him back. [ Exit. Friſure. 
he talk'd ſomething of the General, and his Son, aut 
Train-bands, I know not what Stuff. 

Re-enter Ald. and Friſure. 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorandum in m 
Pocket, 

Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Honour. 

V. V. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you wer 
talking of, it ſhall be done; but if you gave a ſhort Nott 
of it to my Secretary, it would not be amiſs—but, Mr, 

Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this Glove, it fits 
me mighty well, [Putting on the Glove] it looks fo like 
a Challenge to give a Man an odd Glove—and I wou' 
have nothing that looks like Enmity between you and | 
Mr. Alderman. 


Ald. Traly my Lord, I intended the other Glove for 
a Ngmorandum to the Colonel, but fince your Lordſhip 
has a Mind to' t. 


[ Gives the * 
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V. V. Here, Fri/ure, lead this Gentleman to my Se- 
cretary, and bid him take a Note of his Buſineſs. 

Aid But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service you 
can now. 

v. V. Well, I won't do you all the Service I ea 
theſe Citizens have a ſtrange Capacity of ſoliciting ſome- 
limes, Exit. Ald. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vintner, 
your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with their Bills 
at the Door, and they deſire their Money. 

V. V. Tell 'em, Mr. Clrar-eccount, that when I was 
a private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to 
ren in Debt, and now that I have got into a higher 
Rank, Pm fo very buſy I can't pay t—-—as for that 
clamourous Rogue of a Taylor, Ceak him fair, till he 
has made up my Liveries then about a Year and a 
Half hence I hall be at leiſure to put him off for a Year 
and a Half longer. 

Stew. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him- 
elf Mr Baſſet, he fays that your Lordſhip owes him 
kity Guineas that he won of you at Cards. 

V. V. Look'e, Sir the Gentleman's Money is a 
Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. - 

Stew. Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he al- 
ways took care to have the poor Tradefmen ſatisfied, 
whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the uſe of their Money, and 
was uſed to ſay, Tha; nothing was honourable but what. 
was honeſt, 

Y. V. My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was a 
Nobleman of very fingular Humours—but in my Notion, 
there are not two things in Nature more different than Ho- 
nour and Honey now your Honeſty is a little Mechanic 
Quali y, well enough among Citizens, People that do no- 
ting but pitiful mean Actions according to Law— but 
your Honour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any 
ting that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level it- 
ſelf to what is only ju. 

Stew, Bat | think it is a little hard to have theſe-poor 
P.ople ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet pay this. 
llarping Raſcal fifty Guineas. : 

V. V. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm _—_ x ? 

Y 
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Why he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keepy 
as good Company as any at White's; and between yon 
and I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to 
call him, ſhall make more Intereſt among the Nobility 
with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier ſhall wich 
his Sword and Piſtol, Pray let him have fifty Guiness 
immediately. 


SCENE zhe Street; Elder Wou' dbe writing in a Pec lu. 
Book, in a Riding - Habit. 


E. V. Monday rh 14th of December, 1772, I ar: 

rived ſafe in London, andſo concluding my Trauen 
[ Putting up his Book, 

Now welcome Country, Father, Friends, 
My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends:) 
But above all, my charming Fair, my Conflance, 
Through all the Mazes of my wand'ring Steps, 
Through all the various Climes that I have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 
Had nut her Charms my Heart entire poſleſs'd, 
Who knows what Circe's artful Voice and Look 
Might have enſnar'd my travelliog Youth, 
And fixt me to Enchantment ? 


Enter Teague with a Port-Manteau. He throws it dew 


and ſits on it. 


Here comes my Fellow Traveller, What makes you ſit 
upon the Port-Manteau, Teague! you'll rumple the Things, 

Te. Be me Shoule, Maithter, I did carry the Port- 
Mantel till it tir'd me; and now the Port-Mantel ſhall 
carry me till I tire him. | 

E. , And how dy'e like London, Teague, after our 
Travels ? 

Te. Fet, dear Joy, *tis the braveſt Plaaſe I have ſheen 
in my Peregrinations, exſhepting my own brave Shitty of 
Caric Vergus—=— Uf, uf, dere ith a very fragrant Shmel! 
bereabouts—Maiſhter, ſhall | run to that Paiſhtery-Cooks 
for ſhix Pennywor:hs of boil'd Beef ? 

E. V. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World over, he 
would never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach. — Why, you 
Cormorant! fo hungry and ſo early? 
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Te. Early! Deel tauke me Maiſhter, *tiſh a great deal 
more than almoſt paſht Twelve o*'Clock. 

E. V, Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ſtuft 
up to thy Eyes, f 

Te. Oh Maiſhter, dere iſh a dam way of Diſtance, 
and the deel a bit between. 


Enter Tung Wou'dbe in Chair, with four or five Foot- 
men before him, and paſſes over the Stege. 


E. V. Hey day!—who comes here? With one, two, 
three, four, five Footmen! Some young Fellow juſt 
talting the ſweet Vanity of Fortune.-Run, Teague, in- 
quire who tbat is. 

Te. Yes, Maiſh'er. [Runs to one of the Footmen, ] Sir, 
will you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, and 
tell him to ſend me Word fat Naam ith upon him? 

Foot. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him? 

Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd I. 

Foot, Why, what are you, Sir? | 

Te. Be me Shoul, I am a Shentleman bred and born, 
and dere iſh my Maiſhter, 

Fiat. Then your Maſter would know it? 

Te. Arah, you Fool, iſ'nt that not the ſaam ting? 

Fost. Ihen tell your Maſten tis the young Lord W:u'dbe, 
juſt come to his Eſtate by che Death of his Father and 
elder Brother. [Exit Feot man. 

E. V. What do I hear? 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſnter; fere vil you 
pleaſe to be buried ? 

E. V. But art thou ſure it was my Brother? 

Te, Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf; I know'd him 
very well, after his Man told me. 

E. V. The Buſineſs requires that I be convinc'd with 
my own Eyes; VIl follow him, and know the Bottom 
ont Stay here till I return. 

Te, Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf: Now 
they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they may kill you. 

E. W. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and I'll take care to keep my Face from his Sight, It 
concerns me to conceal myſelf, till I know the Engines 
of this Contrivance.—BE ſure you ſtay till I come to you: 
ad let nobody know whom you belong to. [ Exit. 

2 Te. 
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Te. Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. 

[ Sits on the Port-Manteau, 
Enter Subtleman and Steward. 

Sub. And you won't ſwear to the Will. 

E Srew, My Conſcience tells me J dare not do it with 

afety. | 

Ka. But if we make it lawful, what ſhould we fear! 
We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, till the Caule 
be thrown out of Court. 

Strau. In you, Sir, 'tis no Sin, becauſe tis the Prin- 
ciple of your Profeſſion: But in me, Sir, *tis downright 
Perjury indeed —You can't want Witneſſes enough, fince 
Money won't be wanting—and you muſt loſe no Time; 
for I heard juſt now, that the true Lord Von ale was (cen 
in Town, or his Ghoſt. 

Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman 
without an Eſtate is but the Shadow of a Lord—Well; 
take no Care: Leave me to myſelf; I'm near the Friar; 
and ten to one ſhall pick up an Evidence. 

Steav. Speed you well, Sir. [ Exit. 

Sub. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gal-W B. 1 
lows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my Por. MM, . 


Fub. 

Te. 
ge on. 
ver vit 


poſe. How- now, honeſt Friend, what have you got ria 
under you there? te 
Te. Noting, dear Joy. ety 15 
Suh. Nothing! Is it not a Port-Manteau ? im—\ 
Te. Thatis noting to you. pine? 


Sub. The Fellow's a Wit. 

Te. Fait am I! My Grandfather was an Ir; Poet- 
He did write a great Book of Verſes concerning the Van 
between St. Pozrick and the Wolf-Dogs. 

Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 

Te. Be me Shoul, my ſole Generation iſh ſo—1 have 
noting but thiſh Port Manteau, and dat it ſhelf iſh nc 
my own. 

Sub, Why, who does it belong to ? 

Te. To my Maiſhter, dear joy. 

Sub. Then you have a Maſter ? 

Te. Fait | have, but he's dead. 

Sub. Right !—And how do you intend to live! 

Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen I can get it, and by ſleep 
ing fen I can get none — Tiſh the Faſhion of Hrelans. | 
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dub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? 

Te. [ Afede.} I will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be a 
ne one, —Macfad'n, dear Joy, was his Naam. He vent 
yer vith King Tam into Franc He was my Maiſhter 
nce, - Deere 1ſh de true Lee; noo. [ Afede. 


tau. 


with W 545. What Employment had he? 
e. Je ne ſay pas. 

d dub. What, can you ſpeak French? 

ale 


Te. Ouy, Monfieur, —l did travel France and Spain, and 
„). — Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe, and that 
Priv- ill excuſe me all the Sins of my Life; and fen I am 
right Nead, St. Patrick will excuſe the reſt. 

ſince WF 5.3. A rare Fellow for my Purpoſe. (Ade. Thou 
me; Wok'ſt like an honeſt Fellow; and if you'll go with me 


5 (cen Ip the next Tavern, I'll give thee a-Dinner and a Glaſs 
f Wine. 


emen ., Be me Shoul *tis dat I wanted, dear Joy ; come 

Well; long, 1 will follow you. 

af Runs out before Subtleman with the Port-Manteau on bis 
| Back, Exit Subtleman, 

[Exit Enter Elder Wou'dbe. 

Ga-W x. My Father dead! my Birth-right loſt! How 

* we my drowſy Stars ſlept over my Fortune? Ha! 


Lurking abeu:] My Servant gone! The ſimple, poor, 
agrateful Wretch has left me—I took him up from Po- 
ety and Want; and now he leaves me juſt as found 
m.—My Cloaths and Money too ?—But why ſhould I 
pine? Let Man but view the Dangers he has palt, and 
w will tear what Hazards are to come, That Provi- 
ence that has ſecur'd my Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, 
nd from Sickneſs, is ſtiil the ſame; ſtill kind whalſt I am 
i—My Death, I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it 
in'd ſo univerſal Credit, I fain would learn—— Who 
omes here? — honeſt Mr. Fairbank ! My Father's Gold- 
ith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity. The Altera- 
jon of five Years Abſence, with the Report of my Death, 
ay ſhade me from his Knowledge, till I enquire ſome 
ews. (Enter Fairbank.) Sir, your humble Servant. 
Fair. Sir, I don't know you. [ Shunning him. 
E. V. I intend you no Harm, Sir; but ſeeing you 
ime from my Lord Von dbe's Houſe, I would aſk you a 


veflion or (ywa——Pray what Diſtemper did my Lord 
le of ? Fair. 
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Fair. I am told it was an Apoplexy. 
E. V. And pray, Sir, what does the World ſay? | 
his Death lamented ? | 
Fair. Lamented! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhould n 
ſolve: Friend. 
Heart had anſwer'd thee. 


E. V. His Grief, methinks, chides my Deſed 6 


Filial Duty. ( F/ide.) But I hope, Sir, his Loſs is part; 
recompens'd in the Merits of his Succeſſor, 
Fair.” It might have been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 


his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unfortunate) 


killed in Germany. 
E. V. How unfortunately, Sir? 

Fair. Unfortunately for him, and us:—I do remembe 
him He was the mildeſt, humbleſt, ſweeteſt Youth. 

E. V. Happy indeed had been my Part in Life, if! 
had left this human Stage, whilit this ſo ſpotleſs, and ( 
fair Applauſe, had crown'd my going off. (Aide. Wel, 
Gr. r2 a5 Jo vat 119 3 I) | 

Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told ſuc 
Wonders of his Improvement, that the Report recall 
his Father's Vears; and with the Joy to hear his Hern 
prais'd, he oft would break the Chains of Gout and Age; 
and leaping up with Strength of greeneſt Youth, cr, 
My Hermes'is myſelf: Methinks I live my ſprightly Di 
again, and 1 am young in him. | 

E. V. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a Ple- 
ſure in the hearing of his Praiſe.” 2 
Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir Had you any Relatic 
to the Family we talk of ? 

E. V. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in tit 
public Loſs —But pray, Sir, what Character does tt 
preſent Lord bear ? 

Fair. Vour Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their Me 
mories are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch the 
freely: But for the Living, they have provided for ti 
Safety of their Names by a firong Incloſure of the Lai 
There's a Thing call'd Scandalum Magnatum, Sir. 

E. V. I commend your Caution, Sir; but be afſars 
I intend not to entrap you I am a poor Gentleman, 2 
having heard much of the Charity of the old Lr 
Mou abe, I had a Mind to apply to his Son, and ther 
fore enquir'd his Character. Fat 


Thou knew'ſt him not; elſe thy oy: 


Fa: 
was o 
and h; 
noble 
as if 
to oth 
the P. 
or wa 
{milv 
a Gar 
and 8 

ine 
witho 
you b 
Porte 
(than 
thouſ. 
tain t 


[ 4h 


elatic 


in the 
oes th 


ir Me 
h thet 
for tl 
e Lav 


The Twin-Rivals. 45 


Fair, Alas! Sir, Things are chang'd : That Houſe 

was once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to ſeek, 
and have its Pains rewarded—T he noble Lord, the truly 
noble lord, held his Eſtate, his Honour, and his Houſe, 
as if they were only lent upon the Intereſt of doing good 
to others. He kept a Porter, not to exclude, but ſerve 
the Poor. No Creditor was ſeen to guard his going out, 
or watch his coming ia: No craving Eyes, but Looks of 
ſmiliug Gratitude, —But now, that Family, which, like 
a Garden fairly kept, invited every Stranger to its Fruit 
and Shade, is now run o'er with Weeds: Nothing but 
ine and Revelling within, a Croud of noiſy Creditors 
without, a Train of Servants infolently proud—Wou'd 
you believe it, Sir, as I offer'd to go in juſt now, the rude 
Porter puſh'd me back with his Staff] am at this preſent 
(thanks to Providence and my Induſtry) worth twenty 
thouſand Pounds, I pay the fifth Part of this to main- 
tain the Liberty of the Nation; and yet this Slave, this 
impudent Sci, Slave, offer'd to ftrike me. 

E. V. Twas hard, Sir, very hard: And if they uſed 
a Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how will they 
manage me, that am not worth a Groat? 

Fair, I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 
what may happen, -If you can drink and ſwear, 
pernaps 

E. V. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſhp's 
Bounty, wou's it extend to half he's worth. — Sir, I give 
you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer another 
Courſe. i 

Fair. Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentleman. 
Come home with me; I am as able to give you a Dinner 
as my Lord; and you ſhall be very welcome to eat at my 
Table every Day, till you are better provided. 

E. W. Good Man. [de.] Sir, I muſt beg you to ex- 
cuſe me To-day; but | ſhall find a Time to accept of 
your Favours, or at leaſt to thank you for 'em. 

Fair, Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
pleaſe. | [ Exit. 

E. V. Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were an 
Herald, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nobler Coat of 
Arms than my Brother. But 1 delay: | long to vindicate 
the Honour of my Station, and to diſplace this bold 

Vor. II, F Ulurper ; 
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he :—But one Concern, methinks, is nearer ſtill, 


my Con/tance! Shou'd ſhe upon the Rumour of my Death 
have fix d her Heart elſewhere— then I were dead indeed; 
but if ſhe till prove true, —Brother, fit faſt: 


Tl ſhake your Strength, all ObRacles remove, 
. Suſtain'd by Fuſtice, and inſpir'd by Love. [Exit, 


SCENE, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia. 


Con. For Heav'n's ſake, Couſin, ceaſe your imperti. 
nent Conſolations: It but makes me angry, and raiſes 
two Paſſions in me inſtead of one, You ſee I commit no 
Extravagance, my Grief is filent enough; my Tears 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body. I defire no Compa- 
nion in my Sorrows; leave me to myſelf, and you com- 
fort me.— 

Aur. But, Coufin, have you no regard to your Repu- 

tation? this immoderate Concern for a young Fellow. 
wo will the World ſay? You lament him like a Hul- 
band. 
Con. No; you miſtake: I have no Rule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darken'd Rooms ; 
no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. I am content 
with the flight Mournicg of a broken Heart; and all 
my Form is tears, 


Enter Midnight. 

Mid. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't diſturb her, — 
Every thing mult have its vent, *Tis a hard Caſe to be 
croſs'd in one's firſt Love, —But you ſhould confider, Ma- 
dam, (To Conſtance.) that we are all born to dic, ſome 
young, ſome old. 

Con. Better we all died young, than to be plagu'd 
with Age, as I am. I find other Folks Years are as 
troubleſome to us as our own. | | 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to mourn. 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 
that I know; tho? I mult confeſs too, that Ben had much 
the finer Complection when he was born: But then Hermes, 
yes Hermes, had the Shape, that he had——But of all the 
Infants that | ever beheld with my Eyes, I think Bes had 
the fineſt Ear, Wax-work, perfect Wax-work ; and then 
he did fo ſputter at the Breaſt !-—His Nurſe was a beth 

3 well 


well-c 
her M 
was 
Au: 
tion t 
Mi 
ou, 
44% 
wou'd 
Ca. 


ſtill, 
Jeath 
leed; 


Exit. 


erti. 
raiſes 
it no 
"ears 
N Pa- 
com- 


epu- 
low. 


Huſ⸗- 
thod 


ms; 
tent 


d all 


The Twin-Rivals. 47 


vell· complectioned, ſprightly Jade, as ever I ſaw ; but 
her Milk was a little too ſtale, tho* at the ſame time 
was as blue and clear as a Cambrick. 

Aur; Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſola- 
tion to my Couſin ? 

Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. I tell 
you, fair Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eftate 


and Title are ſtill your own; and this very Moment I 


wou'd ſalute you Lady Wau'dbe, if you pleas'd. 

Con, Dear Madam, your Propoſal 1s very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to-morrow, and I'll give you an 
Anſwer. 

Mid. I knew it, I knew it; I ſaid, when you were 
born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To-morrow, 
you ſay. My Lord ſhall know it immediately, [ Exit. 

Aur, What d'ye intend to do, Couſin ? 

Con. To go into the 282 this Moment, to be free 
from the Impertinence of Condolence, the Perſecution of 
that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of a Woman.— 
O, Aurelia, 1 long to be alone. I am become fo fond of 
Grief, that I would fly where I might enjoy it all, and 
have no Interruption in my darling Sorrow. 

Enter Elder Wou'dbe unpercei v d. 

E. W. In Tears! perhaps for me! I'll try 

[ Drops. a Biaure, aud goes back to the Entrance, 
and liſtens. 

Aur. If there be aught in Grief' delightful, don't 
grudge me a ſhare. 

Con. No, my dear Aurelia, LI engroſs it all. I lov'd 
him ſo, methinks I ſhould be jealous if any mourned his 
Death beſides myſelf. What's here! [ Takes up the Pic 
ture.) Ha! fee Couſin !—the very Face and Features of 
the Man! Sure ſome officious Angel has brought me this 
for a Companion in my Solitude No I'm fitted out for 
Sorrow. With this I'll ſigh, with this converſe, gaze on 
his Image till I grow blind with weeping. 

Aur. Im amaz'd ! how came it here:? 

Con. Whether by Miracle or human Chance, *tis all 
alike; I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparate from m 
Breaſt—it's the only Thing could give me Joy, becauſe it 
will encreaſe my Grief. 
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E. V. Entering. ] Moſt glorious Woman! now I am 
fond of Life. 

Aur. Ha! What's this? Your Buſineſs, pray, Sir? 

E. V. With this Lady. [Goes zo Conſtance, rakes her 
Hand, and kneels.] Here let me worſhip that Perfection, 
whoſe Virtue might attract the liſt'ning Angels, and 
make em ſmile to (ce ſuch Purity, fo like themſelves, in 
human Shape. 

Con. Hermes / 

E. V. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too. 

Con, Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear me 
like a Whirlwind to his Arms—But my Sex has Bounds 
—— Tis wondrous, Sir! 

E. V. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for Man, 
and moſt cloſely laid is the Serpentine Line that guides 
him into Happineſs !—that hidden Power which did per- 
mit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birthright, had this 
Surpriſe of Happineſs in ſtore, well knowing that Grief 
is the beſt Preparative for ſoy. 

Con. | never found the true Sweets of Love till this 
romantic Turn, dead. and alive! my Stars are poetical, 
For Heaven's Sake, Sir, unriddle your Fortune. 

E. V. That my dear Brother mult do; for he made the 

Hunigma. 
- Hur, Methinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this while: 
Wou'd I had ſomebody cr other to ſay a fine thing or 
two to me. 

E. V. Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons : I have 
my Excuſe in my Hand: 

. Aur, My Lord, I wiſh you joy. 

E. V. Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Title 
till I am better equipt for jt. My Peerage wou'd look 
a little ſhabby in taeſe Robes. 

Con. You have got a good Excuſe, my Lord ; you can 
wear better when you pleaſe. 

E. V. I have a better Excuſe, Madam. T heſe are 
the beſt I have. 

Con. How, my Lord ? 

E. V. Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, I believe, 
the pooreſt Peer in Fagland.— Hark'e, Aurelia, prithee 
lend me a Piece or too. | L 
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Aur. Ha, ha, ha, a poor Peer indeed! he wants a 


Guinea. 


Con. l'm glad on't with all my Heart. 
E. V. Why ſo, Madam? 
Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand, 
E. V. Generous Woman 
Enter Trueman. 


| Ha, my Friend too! 


True. IJ am glad io find you here, my Lord: Here's a 
| was 
afraid it might reach this Family, ſo | come to dif, rove 
the Story, by your Letter to me by the lan Poſt. 

Aur. I'm glad he's come; now it will be my Turn, 


| Couſin. 


Truc, Now, my Lord, I with you Joy; and I expect 


| the ſame from you, 


E. V. With all my Heart; but upon what Score? 

True. The old Score, Marriage, 

E. V. To whom! 

True, To a Neighbour Lady here | Loaking at Aurelia, 

Aur. Impudence! [ 4fide.] The Lady mayn't be fo 
near as you imagine, Sir. Gn 

True. The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you 1magine, 


Madam. 


Aur. Don't miſtake me, Sir: I did not care if the 


Lady were in Mexico. 


True. Nor I neither, Madam. 
Aur. Vou're very ſhort, Sir. 
True. The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, you know. 
Aur. Sir, you appear very different to me from what 
you were lately. 
True. Madam, you appear very different to me to what 
you were lately. 
Aur. Strange 
(This while Conſtance and Wou'dbe entertain one 
another in dumb Sbeau. 
True. Miraculous ! 
Aur. I could never have believ'd it, 
True, Nor I, as I hope to be ſav'd. 
Aur, Il Manners ! 
True. Worſe. 
Aur. How have I deſerv'd it, Sir!. 
« , F 3 
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- True. How have I deſerv'd it, Madam? 

Aur, What? 

True, You, 

Aur. Riddles ! 

True. Women !—-— My Lord, you'll hear of me at 
White's. Farewel. [ Runs of, 

E. M. What, Trueman gone! 

Aur. Ves. [Falls about in Diſerdr, 

Con. Bleſs me; what's the Matter, Couſin ? 

Aur. Nothing, 

Con. Why are you uneaſy ? 

Aur. Nothing. 

Con, What ails you then ? 

gur. Nothing :— | don't love the Fellow,—yet to be 
affronted—I can't bear it. | Bur/!s out a cry ng, and rus of, 

Con. Your Friend, my Lord, -has effionted Aurelia. 

E HF. Impoſhidle! His regard to me were ſufficient 
Security for his good Behaviour here, tho” it were in his 
Nature to be rude e!ſewhere.——She has certainly us'd 
him ill. 

Cen. Too well rather. 

E. V. Too well! have a care, Madam !——that, with 
ſome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight. 

Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went 
farther than mine to you; and I ſhould take it very ill to 
be abus d ſor it. 

E. V. I'll follow him, and know the Cauſe of it. 

Cen. No, my Lord, I'll follow her, and know it : Be- 
fides, your own Affairs with your Brother require you at 
preſent. [Exeunt, 


CCC 


ST: 
SCENE, Lord Wov'dbe's Houſe. 


Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. : 

Y. V. Eturn'd! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 
him ? He can't be return'd. 

Sub. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying with 
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body till you ſend him word, that we may have the more 
time to ſettle our Affairs. | 

Y. V. *Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. Subtleman, that a Man 
can't enjoy his Right without all this Trouble, 

Laub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law now, 
what an Advantage it is to the Public for ſecuring of Pro- 
perty. Had you not the Law o' your Side, who knows 
what Devices might have been practis'd to defraud you of 
your Right But | have ſecur'd all- he Will is in true 
Form; and you have two Witneſles already to ſwear to 
the laſt Words of your Father. 

V. V. Then you have got another. 

Sub. Yes, yes, a right one;—and I ſhall pick up an- 
other time enough before the Term :—And 1 have planc- 
ed three or four Conſtables in the next Room, to take 
care of your Brother if he ſhou'd be boiſterous. 

V. V. Ihen you think we are ſecure. 

Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes:— 
Pll go down, and give Orders for his àdmittance. 

Y. V. Unkind Brother! to diſturb me thus, juſt in 
the wing and ſtretch of my full Fortune! Where is the 
Tie of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will do this? 
Had he but Raid till Conſtance had been mine, his Pre- 
ſence or his Abſence, had been then indifferent. 

Enter Midnight. 

Mid. Well. my Lord, [Pants as out of Breath] you'll 
ne er be ſatisfied till you have broke my poor Heart, I 
have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam Con- 
Hance — but ſhe's your own, 

V. V. How! my own ! Ah |my dear Helpmate, I'm afraid 
we are routed in that Quarter: My Brother's come home, 
Mid. Your Brother come home; then I ll go travel. 

| [ Going. 

Y. J. Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure ; we 
have provided for his Reception; your Nephew Subile- 
man has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate, 

Mid. Ay, Subtleman is a pretty thriving ingenious Boy. 
Little do you think who is the Father of him. I'II tell 
vou; Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in Lombard-ſtreet, 

V. V. Moabite the Few / 

Mid. You ſhall hear, my Lord: —One Evening, as I 
was very grave in my own Houſe, reading che -e 
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Preparation :'==——Ay, it was the Weekly Preparation, I do 
remember particularly well.—-W hat hears me I—but pat, 
pat, very icitly at the Door, Come in, cnes I, and 
preſently enters Mr, Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug Chair, 
the Windows clole drawn, and in it was a fine young 
Virgin juſt upon the point of being deliver'd. We 
were all in a great hurly-burly for a while to be ſure; 
but our Production was a fine Boy—l had fifty Guiness 
for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up very warm, 
plac'd in her Chair, and reconvey'd to the place le 
came from, Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I cou'd 
never learn, tho* my Maid ſaid that the Chair went thro' 
the Park—but the Child was left with me—'The Father 
wou'd have made a Jesu oa't preſently, but 1 ſwore, if 
he committed ſuch a Parbarity on the Ipfart, that | 
would diſcover. all -SO! had him brought up a gocd 
Chriſtian, and bound *Prentice to an Attorney, 

V. V. Very well. 

Aid. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow in 
Londen that knows as little of their true Father and Mo- 
ther as he does : | have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs in my 
Time ;j——there was one Scotch Nobleman that brought 
me four in half a Year, 

Y. W. Four! and how were they all provided for ? 

Mid. Very handſomely indeed; they were two von: 
and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firit 'Troop 
of Guards, and the other is a very pretty Fellow, and his 
t ather's Ya/et de Chambre. 

Y. V. And what is become of the Daughters, pray? 

Mid. Why, one of 'em is a Mantua-maker, and the 
youngeſt has got into the Flay-houſe.— Ay, ay, my Lord, 
let Subtleman alone, 1'I] warrant he'll manage your Bro- 
ther. Adimylite, here's ſomebody coming, I wou'd not 
be ſeen. 

V. V. *Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon the 
Stairs! 'adſo, get into this Cloſet till he be gone. 

| [Shuts ber into the Cloſet. 

Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 
My Brother! deareſt Brother, welcome! | 
[ Runs and embraces him. 

E. V. I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe I wou'd return you! 

falſe Embrace, v. u. 
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pe, V. V. Falſe Embrace! till ſuſpicious of me! I thought 
and that five Years Abſence might have cool'd the unmanly 
hair, Heats of our childiſh Days ; that I am over-joy'd at your 
oune MW Return, let this teſlify, this Moment I refign all Right 
We and Title to your Honour, and ſalute you, Fa 


ſure; E. V. I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy my Right; 
incas bere IJ am Lord and Maſter without your Reſignation; 
„arm, and the firſt uſe I make of my Authority is, to diſcard 
e (ie WM that rude; bull-fac'd Fellow at the Door. Where is my 
cou'd Steward? [Enter Clear-account] Mr. Cl/ear-account, let 

thro' chat pamper'd Centinel below this Minute be diſcharg'd. 
ether —Brother, I wonder you cou'd feed ſuch a ſa arm of 
re, H lazy, idle Drones about you, and leave the poor induſ- 
hat | vious Bees, that fed you from their Hives, to ſtarve for 
good want—Steward, look to't! if J have not Diſcharges for 

every Farthing of my Father's Debts upon my Toilet to- 
morrow Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipſtaff, I can 
ow in are you. 
1 Mo- Y. V. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large a 
in my Power, methinks, o'er my Family. 
ought E. V. Your Family! | 
" Y.W. Yes, my Family; you have no Title to Lord it 
wr? here. Mr. Clear- account, you know your Maſter. 
Sons E. V. How! a Combination againſt me! Brother,. 
Troop MW take heed how you deal with one that, cautious of your 
nd his Falſhood, comes prepar'd to meet your Arts, and can 
retort your Cunning to your Infamy : Your black, un- 
pray? natural Deſigns againſt my Life, before I went abroad, 
nd the ny Charity can pardon ; but my Prudence mult remem- 
Lord, ber to guard me from your Malice for the future. 
\r Bro- Y. V. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe! which 
od not he upon his Death-bed own'J; and to recompence me for 
that injurious, unnatural Suſpicion, he left me ſole Heir 
on the MW © his Eſtate Now, my Lord, my Houſe and Servants 
are—at your Service. 
; Cloſet: E. V. Villainy beyond Example! have I not Letters 
from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where 
be repeats his Fears for my Return, leſt it ſhould again 
expole me to your Hatred ? 

Sub, Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, my Lord; they 
won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evidence: te is 
your Father's Wall, * & gillatun, bee his 
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Words to confirm it, to which I can take my poſit; 
Oath in any Court of W:ftmin/ter. 

E. V. What are you, Sir? 

Sub. Of Cliferd's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the Lay, 

E. V. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Lay, 
bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are nouriſh. 
ed on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. —-—T he 
Engliſh Law, as planted firſt, was like the Eagliſb Oak, 
ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, to ſhelter all that 
dwelt beneath its Shade: But now whole Swarms of 
Caterpillars, like you, hang in ſuch Cluſters upon every 
Branch, that the once thriving Tree now ſheds infectious 
Vermin on our Heads. 

V. V. My Lord, I have ſome Company above; if 
your Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall be 
proud of the Honour? if not, I ſhall attend you at any 
Court of Judicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſummon me. 

E. V. Hold, Sir, —Perhaps my Father's dying Weak- 
neſs was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; if ſo, 
his Will ſhall freely be obey'd [ 4/ide.]—Brother, you 
{ay you have a Will. 

Sub. Here it is. [Shewing a Parchment, 

E. V. Let me ſee it. 

Sub. There's no Precedent for that, my Lord. 

E. VW. Upon my Honour, Ill reſtore it. 

Y. V. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't.— 

[Takes it from Sub. and puts it in his Pecli. 

E. V. This Over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious, 

* . Seven thouſand Pound a Year is worth looking 
alter. ä 
E. V. Therefore yon can't take it ill that I am little 
inquiſitive about it ———Haye you Witneſſes. to prove 


. 
* 


my Father's dying Words? 
Y. W. A Couple in the Houſe. 
E. V. Who are they? 


Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord! *Tis unwarrantable t? 


enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of Court n 
Client ſhall anſwer no more Queſtions. 

E. W. Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfactory Account of 
his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the quiet En- 
joyment of his Right, without troubling any Court wii 
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Buſineſs ; I therefore defire to know what kind of Perſons 


are theſe Witneſſes, 
Sub. Oho, he's a coming about, [ A/de.] I told your 


Lordſhip already, that I ain one, another is in the Houſe, 


one of my Lord's Footmen. 
E. W. Where 1s this Footman ? 
Y. V. Forth- coming. 
E. W. Produce him. 
Sub. That I ſhall preſently. 


The Day's our own, 


Sir; [To V. V. ] but you ſhall engage firſt to aſk him no 


croſs Queſtions, [ Exit. Sub. 

E. W. I am not ſcill'd in ſuch : But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me? left me nothing ! 

V. V. Truly, my Lord, nothing :=—He ſpoke but 
little, left no Legacies, 

E. V. *Tis ſtrange ; he was extremely juſt, and lov'd 
me too ;—but perhaps [ Enter Subtleman ait Teague. 

Sub. My Lord, here's another Evidence, 

E. V. Teague! 

Y. V. My Brother's Servant! 

[They all four flare upon one another. 

Sub. His Servant! 

Tea. Maiſhter! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh 
[Chinks Money) for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy ; an be 
me ſhoule, I will give the half of it to you, if you will 
give me your Permiſhon to make ſwear againſt you. 

E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy of 
the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery! Teague“ 
my very Servant! ſure I dream. 

Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh ; I'm ſure 
the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for I have been taking 
with dem diſh half hour. | 

Y. W. Ignorance, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd me; 
why had I not a ſight of him before? | 

ub. I thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant to 
be a Knave, 

Tea, Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy. I can be a 
Knave as well as you, fo think it conveniency. 

E. W. Now, Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too 
blenc'd ! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſank to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime? But I ſcorn to inſult, Let Dii- 
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appointment be your Puniſhment : But for your Lawyer 
there, —7eague, lay hold of him. 

Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal War. 
rant, | 

Tea. Attach! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you—but 
T can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion of Jr. 
land. | [T akes Subtleman by the Throat. 

Sub. An Aſſault! an Aſſault! 

Tea. No, no, *tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 
choaking. 

E. V. Hold him faſt, Teague — Now. Sir, [To V. V. 
becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have betray'd me; 
and becauſe I am your Brother, I forgive it; diſpoſe 
yourſelf as you think fit ——[T'll order Mr. Clear-account 
to give you a thouſand Pounds. Go take it, and pay me 
by your Abſence. 

V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my 
Deſigns ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the 
Weight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept none, —4; 
for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be pilloried, not for hi; 
Cunning in deceiving you, but for his Ignorance in be- 


traying me,——The Villain has defrauded me of Seven 


thouſand Pound a Year. Farewel. [ Going, 
Enter Midnight out of the Claſet, runs 10 Young Wou'dby 


and kneel, 


Mid. My Lord, my dear Lord Mou'dbe, I beg you ten 
thouſand Pardons. 

FV. J. What Offence haft thou done to me? 

Mid. An Offence the molt injurious——l have hitherto 
eonceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the Offence of Juſtice, 
and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your true Right and 
Title. You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with the crooked Back, 
are the eldeſt born, and true Heir to the Eſtate and Dig- 
nity, 

On, How ! 

Tea. Arah, how ? 

Md. None, my Lord, can tell better than J, who 
brought you both into the World. — My deceas'd Lord, 
upon the ſight of your Deformity, engag'd me, by a con- 
Gderable Reward, to ſay you were the latt born, that the 
beautitul Twin, likely to be the greater — own 
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Family, might ſucceed him in his Honour. — This Secret 
my Conſcience has long ſtruggled with, —Upon the News 
that you were left Heir to the Eſtate, I thought Juſtice 
was ſatisfied, and I was refolv'd to keep it a Secret (till ; 
but by ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what paſs'd jult now, 
my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and I was forc'd to de- 
clare the Truth. 

Y. W. By all my former Hopes I could have ſworn it : 
| found the Spirit of Elderſhip in my Blood; my Pulſes 
beat, and ſwell'd for Seniority.— Mr. Hermes Il ou b. 
I'm your moſt humble Servant. [ Foppiſhly, 

E. V. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; of 
which Jam prouder than of all Titles that Honour gives, 
or Flattery beſtows,--—But thou, vain Bubble, puft up 
with the empty Breath of that more empty Woman ; to 
let thee ſee how I deſpiſe thy Pride, III call thee Lord, 
creſs thee up in Titles like a King at Arms; you ſhall 
be blazon'd round, like any Church in Helland; thy 
Pageantry ſhall exceed the Lord-Mayor's ; and yet this 
Hermes, plain Hermes, ſhall deſpiſe thee. 

Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the Purpoſe 
Miltreſs, will you make an Affidavit of what you have 
ſaid, before a Maſter in Chancery ? 

Mid. That I can, tho' I were to die the next Minute 
after it, 

Tea. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the next Mi- 
nute after dat. 

E. M. All this is trifling : I muſt purge my Houſe of 
this Neſt of Villainy at once, — Here, Teague, | Whiſpers 
Teague] go, make haſte. 

Tea. Dat I can,— [A, he runs out, Y. W. flops him. 

v. V. Where are you going, Sir? 

Tea; Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and my 

Y. V. You lie, Sirrah. 


[ Puſhes him back, 
Tea, Fet, I do fo. 


E. V. What, Violence to my Servant! Nay, then I'll 
force him a Paſſage. 

$6, An Aſſault, an Aſſault upon the Body of a Peer, 
Within there ! 


| Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 


Euter 


5 


p —— „ „ %% — —— 


, ]— ͤä .; ̃ ͤ—5 u- öY2½ 8 


— — ˙ꝛĩ . ˙¹ w U 
— * . 


58 The Twin-Rivals., 


Enter three or four Conſtables, one of em with a bl 
Patch on his Eye. They diſarm Elder Wou'dbe, ani 


ſecure Teague. 


E. V. This Plot was laid for my Reception. Unhand 
me, Conſtable. 

V. V. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is mad; 
he's poſſeſs'd with an odd Frenzy, that he's my Brother, 
and my elder too ; So, becauſe I wou'd not very willingly 
re ſign my Houſe and Eſtate, he attempted to murder me, 

Sub. Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow: He mad: 
an Aſſault upon my Body vi & armzs. 

Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at armiſh ? 

Sub. No matter, Sirrah ; I ſhall have you hang'd. 

Tea. Hang' d! dat is nothing, dear Joy ;—We are us'{ 
to't, | 

E. V. Unhand me, Villains, or by all 

Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear ; we 
ſhall be had in the Croon-Offiſn: You know dere ih 
Sharpers about us. [ Looking about on them that hold hin, 

Y. W. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 
away with 'em. 

E. V. Hold ———— 

Conſt. No, no, force him away.—— 

[They all hurry him off, manent Y. W. and Midnight. 

Y. V. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sybil; by all 
my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you have 
fpoken the Truth.— I am the Elder. 

Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true —l 
wou'd not wrong my Conſcience neither : For, faith and 
troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were born above 
three Quarters of an Hour after him but I don't much 
care if I do ſwear that you are the eldeſt. — What a Ble- 
ſing it was that I was in the Cloſet at that pinch ! Had! 
not come out that Moment, you wou'd have ſneakt off 
your Brother had been in Poſſeſſion, and then we had lol 
all; but now you are eſtabliſh'd, Poſſeflion gets you Mo- 
ney, that gets you Law, and Law you know——Dovwn 
on your Knees, Sirrah, and aſk me Bleſſing. 

V. . No, my dear Mother, I'll give thee a Bleſling, 
a Rent - charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon whit 
part of the Eſlate you will, during your Life. 
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Mid, Thank vou, my Lord: That five Hundred. a 
Year will afford me a leiſurely Life, and a handſome Re- 
ticement in the Country, where I mean to repent me of 
my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian : For Heaven knows, 
[am old, and ought to bethink me of another Life. —— 
Have you none of the Cordial left that we had in the 
Morning ? 

Y. V. Yes, yes, we'll go to the Fountain-head, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Teapue. 

Tea. Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Buſineſs 
indeed; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants muſt 
ſhuffer for it. 1 am Priſhoner in the Conſtable's Houſe, 
be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome Bail for my 
Maiſhter ; but foo ſhall bail poor Teague agra ? 

Exter Conſtance. 
Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. 
diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. 

Con, Who's here? Teague? [ He turns from her. 

Tea. Deel tauke her, 1 did tought ſhe cou'd not know 
me agen now I am a Priſkoner. [Conſtance goes about to 
look him in the Face. He turns from _ Diſh iſh not 
ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know a Shentleman fither he 
will or no. 

Con. Why this, Teague? What's the Matter? Are 
you aſham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague? 

Tea. Of bote, be me Shoule, 

Con. How does your Maſter, Sir? 

Tea, Very well, dear ſoy, and in Priſhon. 

Con, In Priſon! how! where? 

Tea. Why, in the little Baſbtile 
of the Street. 

Con. Shew me the Way immediately, 

Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Houſe yonder; Shee 
vonder; be me Shoule I ſhee his Face yonder peeping 
troo the Iron Glaſs Window. 


Con. Il ſee him, tho' a Dungeon were his Confine- 
ment, [ Runs of 
Tia. Ah—auld kindneſh, be me ſhoule, cannot 
forgotten, Now, if my Maiſhter had but Graſh enough 
to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for two; and 
he wou'd. bail him and I bote. [ Exit. 
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SCENE, A Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. fitting ail 
__ euriting. 
E. V. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
The Spunging-hou/e the Poor; 
Thus there are Degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched muſl endure. 


Virgil, tho? cheriſhed in Courts, 
Relates but a ſplenetic Tale, 

Cervantes Revels and Sports, 
Altho' he writ in a Jail. 


Then hang Reflections, [Starts up.] I'll go write a Ce 
medy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lieutenant of the 
Tower that I would ſpeak with him. 

| Enter Conſtable. 

Conſt. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th 
Tower! ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your Words 
good, Maſter, | 

E. V. Why, am not I a Priſoner here? I know it by 
the ſtately Apartments. — What is that, pray, that hang: 
ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder ? 

Conſt. Vonder! 'tis Cobweb, Sir. 

E. W. Tis falſe, Sir: *Tis as fine Tapeſtry as any in 
Europe. 

Conſt. The Devil it is! 

E. V. Then your Damaſk Bed, here; the Flowers are 
ſo bold, I took 'em for Embroidery ; and then the Head- 
work, Point de Venice, I proteſt! 

Conſt. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, I mul 
confeſs : and tho” the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, yet I can 
aſſure you, Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman has Jain 
in them. ; 

E. V. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two India Pieces col, 
that are fix'd up in the Corner of the Room ? 

- Conſt. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they are 
my old Jack-boots, my Militia Boots. 

E. V. I took them for two China Jars, upon my 


Word : But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that thek 
Things ſhou'd be as they are ? 


Conf. Content] ay, Sir. ; 
E. V. Why then ſhould I complain? [One call; within, 
[ Within.) 
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Vitbin.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force 


ber Way upon us: We can't ſtop her, 


Conſt. Knock her down then, knock her down; let no 


Voman come up, the Man's mad enough already, 


| Enter Conſtance, 
Cen. Who dares oppoſe me? 
[7 brows him a handful if Money. 
Conft, Not J truly, Madam. [Gathers up the Money. 
E. V. My Conſtance ! my Guardian-angel here! Then 
ought can hurt me. 
Conſt. Bark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to be a 


Damaſk Bed for Half an Hour, if you pleaſe.— 


Con. No, no, Sir, your Priſoner mult along with me. 

Conſt, Ay! faith, the Woman's madder than the Man. 
Enter Trueman and League 

E. V. Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that 
nany a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his Pa- 
ace, as I have here in Priſon; - two ſuch 

Tea, Tree, be me Shoule. 

Treu. My Lord, jaſt as I heard of your Confinement, I 
as going to make myſelf a Priſoner, Behold the Fet- 
ers; I had juſt bought the Wedding-ring. 

Con, 1 hope they are golden Fetters, Captain ? 

True, They weigh four thouſand Pounds, Madam, be. 
de the Purſe, which is worth a Million. —My Lord, this 
ery Evening was I to be married ; but the News of your 
lisfortune has ſtopt me: I would not gather Roſes in a 
et Hour. 

E. V. Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the thoughts 
If your good Fortune will make me eaſy, more than my 
n can do, if purchaſed by your Diſappointment. 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 
bed of Pleaſure, whilſt you lie in a Hovel ? Here, 
3 is this Conſtable? Ho dare you do this, inſolent 
Naſcal? 

4 Inſolent Raſcal! do you know who you ſpeak 

0, Sir? 

True. Ves, Sirrah; don't I call you by your proper 

ame? How dare you confine a Peer of the Realm ? 

Ur Peer of the Reaim! you may give good Words 

0! ope. 

E. W. . ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he = 
ut 


— 
_ 
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but his duty; I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas for hi 


Pains. 


Conft, No, I had but ten. E. 
E. V. Hark'e, Trueman. this Fellow muſt be ſoothe 4ur 
he'll be of Uſe to us; | mult employ you too in this Affuuiet, 
with my Brother. eave 
True. Say no more, my Lord, PII cut his Throat, 'tyWindic: 
but flying the Kingdom. Rich 
E. V. No, no, 'twill be more Revenge to worſt hi it,) 
at his own Weapons. Cou'd | but force him out of He Ri. 
Garriſon, that I might ger into Poſſeſſion, his Claim f you 
wou'd vaniſh immediately. Does my Brother know you 4ur. 
Fraue. Very little, if at all. gene fit 

E M. Hark'e. Le o be 

True, It ſhall be done; — Look'e, Conſtable, you all h. 
drawn into a _ Cauſe, and it may prove your Deu wi 
ſtruction, if you don't change Sides immediately: R:ch 
deſire no Favour, but the Uſe of your Coat, Wig, andWith 8 
Staff for Half an Hour, | nd yc 

Conft, Why truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this Ger ear m 
tlewoman, that I know to be our Neighbour, that he Au-. 
a Lord, and I heartily beg his Worſhip's Pardon, aui reſum 
if I can do your Honour any Service, your Grace majWou mi 
command me. ace, | 

E. W. I'll reward you, but you muſt have the blacQWpinio 
Patch for the Eye too. ropos? 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan; here fet, 'tis Kicb 
Plaiſhter for a ſore Finger, and I have worn it but twice, Wt, th 

Con. — But pray, Captain, what was your Quarrel Wall wi 
Aurelia to-day ? Aur. 

True. With your Permiſſion, Madam, we'll mind e the 
Lord's Buſineſs at preſent; when that's done, we'll mind Rich 
the Lady's. My Lord, I ſhall make an excellent CorgJound | 
ſtable; I never had the Honour of a civil Employ menWroud, 
before: We'll equip ourſelves in another Place Heregorere:) 
you Prince of Darkneſs, have you ne'er a better Room 1) Ple: 
your Houſe, theſe Iron Grates frighten the Lady.  ſhal 

Conſt. I have a handſome, neat Parlour below, Sir. 

True. Come along then, you muſt conduct us. — 0 Mis. 
don't intend to be out of your Sight, that you may'nt 0 Rich. 
out of ours. [Aide] [ Exxeunt + 

e 


8CENI 


The Twin-Rtvals, 63 


for ki SCENE changes to an Apartment. 


Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion, Richmore following. 


Aur. Follow me not ;-——Age and Deformity, with 
Quiet, were preferable to this vexatious Perſecution ; for 
eaven's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I ever ſhewn to 
indicate this Preſumption of yours? 
Rich, You ſhew it now, Madam, your Face, your 
2ſt hig hhrit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo even 
t of hie Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Pleaſure 
s ClainW! your Company, | 
yon ur. Then be aſſur'd, Sir, you ſhall reap no other 
genefit by my Company; and if you think it a Pleaſure 

VhiſperWo be conſtantly flighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you 
, you'rehal! have Admittance to ſuch Entertainment whenever 
our De ou wall. 
: Nic“. I take you at your Word, Madam; I am arm'd 
ig, andWith Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your Severity, 
| nd your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Reſignation can 
is Ger ear much longer than your Rigour can inflict. 
at he iſ Aut. That is, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency will 
on, anreſume much longer than my Honour can reſiſt, —Sir, 
ace mio might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declaration to my 
1e black 


ſooth'! 
s Aﬀa 


dat, 'ty 


ice, having already taken care to let me know your 
Dpinion of my Virtue, by your impudent Settlement 
ropos'd by Mrs. Midnight. 

| Rich, By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſal ; this 
; twice, Wilt, this white, this powerful Hand [Takes her Hand] 
garrel Wall write its own Conditions. : 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this -[ Srrites him] and if you 


ind e the Terms, you ſhall have more another Time. [ Exit. 
I ming Rich, Death and Madneſs! a Blow— Twenty thouſand 
nt Coround Sterling for one Night's Revenge upon her dear, 
loy menroud, diſdainful Perſon !—Am not | rich as many a 


vereign Prince, waliow in Wealth, yet can't command 

doom / Plezſure ?—-Woman !—1f there be Power in Gold, I 

| ſhall triumph o'er thy Pride. 

Sir. Enter Midnight. 

. O' my troth, and fo you ſhall, if I can help it. 

Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 

0d, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all 

al be yours, make me but happy in this preſumptuous 
Beauty, 
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Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avaiice can crave ; if ng 
I'll murder thee and myſelf too. 
Mid. Your Bounty is too large, too large indeed, % 
Rich. Too large ! no, 'tis Beggary without her. — 


Lordſhips, Manors, Acres, Rents, Tithes, and Tre SC 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 
Mid. Say no more, this Night I'll put you in a Way, 
Rich This Night ? J. C 
* Mid. The 1 be Aunt is very near her Time 
goes abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean time ha! 
end to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen in Lao" * 
at my Houſe : She comes in a hurry, and then— n Bod 
Rich. Shalk I be there to meet her ? what 
Mid. Perhaps. | ard wi 
Rich. In a private Room ? ends.“ 
Mid. Mum. 
Rich. No Creature to diſturb us? ter, N. 
Mid. Mum, I ſay, but you muſt give me your Wa!“ “ 
not to raviſh her; nay, I can tell you, ſhe won't be ern. 
viſh'd, | ber. H 
Rich. Raviſh! Let me fee, I'm worth five thouſan Bath 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my PockeW!. V. 
and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen hu © 
dred Pound? I'll do't. [ _ 
mon 
Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide houſe 
Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; in a 
The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, Y. V. 
The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain; ye 


Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt 
In Triumph, when the Ext ſy is paſt, 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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Ar 


1 TH SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Young Wou'dbe Salus. 


V. O Hew me that proud Stoic that can bear Suc- 
8 ceſs and Champaign ; Philoſophy can ſupport 
time {Win hard Fortune, but who can have Patience in Pro- 
rity? The Learned may talk what they will of hu- 
ws Bodies, but Jam ſure there is not one Atom in mine 
what is truly Epicurean. My Brother is ſecur'd, I 
xd with my Friends, my lewd and honeſt Midnight 
ends, - Holla, who waits there? | 
Enter Servant, 


der. My Lord! 
ur Wal. /. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re- inforce the 
t be nern. Are the Ladies come ? 
ber. Half an Hour ago, my Lord: They're below in 
thouſull bathing Chamber. 
pock el. . Where did you light on 'em? 
cen buff. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my Lord 
| found another very melancholy paring her Nails by 
imond's Pond, —and a Couple 1 got at the Checquer 
houſe in Ho/born ; the two laſt came to Town Yelter- 
in a Weſt Country Waggon. 
J. V. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
dye hear? Bid the Swiſs admit no Stranger, without 
A wanting me—[ Exit Servant, | Now Fortune [ defy 
e, this Night's my own at leait. | Re-enter Servant. 
er. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
K Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip in 


taſte, 


J Ha! the Conſtable! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 
hid him come up, I fear {ome curſed Chance to 
ut me. 

Enter Trueman in the Conſtables Cloaths. 


AC Ire, Ah! My Lord, here is fad News—your Brother 


+I, Got away, made his Eſcape, I warrant you. 
fue. Worle, worſe, my Lord. 
. W, 
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y. V. Worſe, worſe? What can be worſe ? 

True. I dare not ſpeak it. 

V. J. Death and Hell, Fellow don't diſtract me. 

True. He's dead. 

Y. V. Dead, 

True, Poſitively. 

V. V. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 

True. Villain, I underſtand you. F/7 

V. W. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? Speak it alout 
kill me with the Relation, 

True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was ve 
melancholy upon this Confinement, and ſo he deſir'd n 
to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by here, ma 
hap your Worſhip may know her. | 

V. V. At the gilt Balcony in the Square? 

True. The very ſame, a {mart Woman truly—T wer 


for her myſelf, but ſle was otherways engag'd ; not {ht 


truly, ſhe wu'd not come—— Wou'd you believe it, mj 
Lord, at the hearing of this the poor Man was liket 


drop down dead, 


V. V. Then he was but likely to drop down dead! 
True. Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, and 
coming about two Hours after, I found him hang'd in! 
Sword-belt. ; 
Y. W. Hang'd! 
True. Dangling, | 
V. . Le coup d'eclat! Done like the nobleſt Roman" 
*em all; but are you ſure he's paſt all Recovery ? U 
you ſend for no Surgeon to bleed him ! * | 
True. No, my Lord, I forgot that—but I'll ſend us 
mediately, N 
Y. V. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, *tis too late now, t! 
late — and the Lady would not come, you ſay? 
True. Not a ſtep wou'd ſne ſtir. | 
V. V. Inhuman ! barbarous! —dear, delicious V0 
man, thou now art mine - Where is the Body, Mr. Cl 


| fable? J muſt ſee it. 


True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parloit 
there's a power of Company come in, and among the! 
one, one, one Trueman, I think they call bim, a dev" 
hot Fellow, he had lik'd to have you's the Houſe doi 


about our Ears, and ſwears— told him he Wo pay 
wears 


V. N 


True. 


True. 
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yearing—he or me a ſlap in the Face, ſaid he was in 
e Army, and had a Commiſſion for't. 

>, Y. V. Captain Trueman? A bluſtering kind of Rake- 

elly Officer. | 

True. Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that we 

ay Wages to for being knock'd o' th'head for us. 

Y. V. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only 
ains to be knock'd out. 

True. Son of a Whore. [de.] He's a plaguy impu- 
ent Fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were the 
reateſt Villain upon the Earth. 

V. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my Face, 
[r. Conſtable. 

True. No, no, hang him, he faid it behind your Back 
be ſure and he ſwore moreover— Have a care, my 
ord, —he ſwore that he would cut your Throat when- 
er he met you. 

Y. V. Will you ſwear that you heard him ſay ſo? 

True, Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me: He 
oke the very Words that I ſpeak to your Dn 
J. V. Well, well, I'll manage him—But now I think 
't, I won't go to fee the Body; it will but encreaſe my 
nef.——Mr. Conſtable, do you ſend for the Coroner : 
ey muſt find him Non Compos. He was mad before, 
u know, Here—ſomething for your Trouble. 

[ Gives Money, 

True. Thank your Honour.— But pray, my Lord, have 
care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut your 
nroat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will do't. 

Y. J Never fear, never tear. 

True. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will certainly 
t. Pray have a Care. (Exit. 
1. V. Well, well, —fo, —the Devil's in't if 1 ben't 
e eldeſt now, What a Pack of civil Relations have I 
Gere? My Father takes a Fit of the Apoplexy, makes 
ice and goes off one way; my Brother takes a Fit of 
 opleen, makes a Face and goes off t'other way.— Well, 


Parloußzdut own he has found the way to mollify me, and I 
g the 108 love him now with all my Heart; ſince he was ſo 
a on civil to juſtle into the World before me, I think he 
ule dos 


very civilly to juſtle out of it before me Rut now 
N 
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my Joys : Without there—hollo—take off the Tnquiſids 


of the Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. 


The Wolf is dead, the Shepherds may go play : 
Eaſe follows Care, jo rowls the World away, 


*Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity or Proſperity mal 


the moſt Poets. 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, a 


waits for an Anſwer. - 
V. V. Nothing from the Eau Fields 1 hope. [0 
ing the Letter.) What do | ſee, CONSTANCE? Spa 


and Magic in every Letter of the Name—Now for ti 


ſweet Contents. 


M7 Lord, J am pleas'd to hear of your happy Change 
Fortune, and ſhall be glad to ſee your Lordſhip ih 
CONSTANCI 


Evening to wiſh you Foy. 


Now the Devil's in this Midnight ; ſhe told me this Aft 
noon that the Wind was chopping about, and has it g' 
into the warm Corner already? Here, my Coach and! 
to the Door: I'll viſit my Sultana in State. As fort 
Seraglio below Stairs, you, my Baſhaws, may poſſeſs * 


SCENE, The Street, Teague with a Lantboru, Tru 
man in the Conſtable's Habit following. 


True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way; 
have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houſe. 

Tea, Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of . 
ways; for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever ſince! 
was borned. 

True, Hold up the Lanthorn : What is that? The? 
Alban's Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, you is 
led me directly to St. Fames's Square, when you ſou 
have gone towards Soho. [Shriehing within. ] Hats 
What Noiſe is that over the way? A Woman's Cry! 

Tea. Fet is it ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs, I belief 
that has no mind to be reliev'd. | 

True. Il uſe the Privilege of my Office to know * 
the Matter is. P 

f 


Tec 
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quid Tea. Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat 
d. 


ih not the way home. 

Within ]—Help, help, Murder! Help. 

True. Ha! Here mult be Miſchief —— Within there, 
open the Door in the King's Name, or I'll force it 
open, — Here, Teague, break open the Door, 

[Teague takes the Staff, thumps at the Door. 
Tea. Deel taake him, I have knock fo long as I am 
tter, aW:ble. Arah, Maiſhter, get a great long Ladder to get 
in the Window of the firſht Room, and ſho open the 
>, Ce Door, and let in your ſhelf. 
Se iitbin.] Help, help, help. 
v for u True. Knock harder, let's raiſe the Mob. 
Tea. O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now of a brave In- 
vention to make dem come out; and be St. Patrick, dat 
©1717! WY rery Buſhineſs did maake my nown ſhelf and my Fader 
ajpip ra lise the Devil out of my nown Hooſe in my Coun- 
Ne try: — Be me Shoule, ſet the Hooſe a-fire, 
115 Af Enter the Mob. 
089% 1 Mes. What's the Matter, Maſter Conſtable ? ; 
ang. 774e. Gentlemen, I command yo r Aſſiſtance in the 
- for i King's Name, to break into the Houſe: There is Mur- 
aſs then der cried within, 
e 7b. Ay, ay, break open the Door. 
: [Midnight az the Balcony, 
„ Tu Mid. What Noiſe is that below ? 

Tea. Arah, vat Noiſe is dat above ? 

Mid. Only a poor Gentlwoman in Labour ;—'twill be 
over preſently.— Here, Mr. Conftable, there's ſomething 
for you to drink. [Throws down a Pur/e, Teague takes it up. 

Tea, Come, Maiſhter we have no more to ſhay, be me 
ſhoule, [Gving.] Arah, if you will play the Conſtable 
„echt now, fet you will come away. 

Ihe? True. No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe. 
hot * Who lives in this Houſe ? 

u ſhow Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife : Tis none of our Buſi- 
4 He neſs ; let us be gone. [Aurelia at the Window, 
. ur. Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, help! a Rape, a 
 beli'W Rape, Villainy ! 
p rue, Ha! That Voice I know — Give me the Staff; 
oi 71! make a Breach, I warrant you. 
7 L Breaks open the Door, and all go ix. 
Vor. II, G SCENE 


ty make 


way; 


t of n 
ſince! 


e 
| 
ö 
UW 
| 
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 — Come, my dear 2 ll take care of you. 
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SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Houſe, Wa 
Re-enter Trueman and Mob. F ? 
Vis 


True. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houſe ; let no: 
a Soul eſcape. | 


Enter Aurelia, running with her Hair about Ber Ears, aide 
out of Breath. hich 


Aur. Dear Mr. Conſtable, bad you—ſtaid but a Mo. — 
ment longer, I had been ruined. 


True. Aurelia Are you ſafe, Madam? he le: 
Aur. Ves, yes; I am ſafe— I think—but with enough Monte 
to do: He's a deviliſh ſtrong Fellow. ie He 
True. Where is the Villain that attempted it ? Eo, 


Aur. Pſhaw—never mind the Villain look out the 
Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, that de: No the 
coy'd me hither. Madan 

Enter Teague, hauling in Midnight by the Hair. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my ſhaar of the ,,. 
Plunder. Let me ſhee, fat | have gotten, [ Takes her u : 
the Light.) Ububboo, a Witch, Witch; the very ſaam 
Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the youngeſt. 

True. How! Midnight ! This was the luckieſt Diſguiſe 


Mid Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. | 

True. No, no; I'Il talk with you before a Magiſtrate p 
A Cart, Bridewell ;—you underſtand me Teagus, INneanin 
let her be your Priſoner, I'll wait on this Lady. bon of 

Aur. Mr. Conſtable, Þ'll reward you. 

Tea. It iſh convenient noo by the Law of Armfh, that 
J ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſome Pocket- 
Piſhtols : Dere is a Joak for you. [ Searches her Pocket. Non't u 

Mid. Ah! don't uſe an old Woman fo barbaroully. 


ty 
Tea. Dear Joy, den fy vere you an old Woman! Dat * No 
is your Falt, not mine, Joy! Uboo, here ith noting but p:., 
ſcribble ſcrabble Papers, 1 tink. Ine. 
[Pulls out a handful of Letter: N other 

True. Let me ſee em; they may be of Uſe——{Lol, „ 
over the Letters.) For Mr. Richmore—Ah ! Does he traf. 5 ; 1 
fic hereabouts ? Free. 
Aur, That is the Villain that would have abuſed me. Dzughe 
True, Ha! Then he has abus'd you; Villain indeed Rry 20 


— Was 


et not 


4, and 


a Mo- 
nough 


zut the 
at des 


1. 
of the 
Her 10 


ou. 


he trat- 


ed me. 
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— 
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Was his Name Richmore, Miſtreſs ? a luſty handſome 
lan ? | 

Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame; a luſty, ugly Fellow. 
True. Let me ſee—whoſe Scrawl is this? [Opens the 
Litter. ] Death and Confuſion to my 1 Clelia ! My 
ride! — His Whore. Pve paſt a Precipice unſeen, 
hich to look back upon, ſhivers me with Terror, — This 
Night, this very Moment, had not my Friend been in 
onfinement, had not I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia 
een in Danger, had not Teague found this Letter, had 
he leaſt minuteſt Circumſtance been omitted, what a 
lonſler had I been! Miſtreſs, is the ſame Richmore in 
ie Houſe ſtill, think'e ? | 

Aur. Tis very probable he may, —QI—— _ 

True. Very well. Teague, take theſe Ladies over 
0 the Tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you. 
Madam, (To Aurelia) fear no Injury—your Friends are 
ear you. 

Aur. What does he mean ? 

Tea. Come, dear Joy, I vil give you a Pot of Wine, 
but of your own Briberies here. 

[ Hauls out Midnight. Exit Aurelia and Mob. 

Manet Trueman. 


Enter Richmore, 

Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs Fel- 
ow, I'll try what my Authority can do —— What's the 
neaning of this Riot, Conſtable ? I have the Commiſ- 
ſon of the Peace, and can command you, Go about 
jour Buſineſs, and leave your Priſoners with me. 

True, No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhail go about their Bu- 
boeſs, and 1'11 be left with you Look'e, Matter, we 
lon't uſe to make up theſe Maiters before Company: So 
ou and I muſt be in private a little. -You ſay, Sir, that 
Jou are a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rich, Yes, Sir; I have my Commiſſion in my Pocket. 

True, I believe it, -Now, Sir, one good Turn deſerves 

mother: And if you will promiſe to do me a Kindneſs, 

by, we" ſhall have as good as you bring. 

Rich. What is it ? | 

True, You mult know, Sir, there is 2 Neighbour's 

Daughter that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She had a 

&y good Repute all _ the Pariſh, and might have 
2 


married 
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married very handſomely, that I muſt ſay ; but I donn Deat! 
know how, we came together after a very kindly naturd Tra 
manner, and I ſwore, that I muft ſay, I did ſwear con. Nigh 
foundedly, that I would marry her: But, 1 don't knoy 10 
how, I never car'd for marrying of her ſince. ſoners 

Rich, How ſo? ſome 

True. Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it {My F 


That was the beſt way, I thought—The Truth is, e 77 
has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Child, and 

threatens mainly to have me taken up with a Warrar K. 
and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, Sir, 1 intent. 77. 
to come before you, and I hope your Worſhip will brit Look 
me off. "WW Sham: 


Rich, Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, an! 
and you ſwore to marry her, you muſt do't, Ris 
True. Ay, Maſter; but I am for Liberty and Pm. Tru 
perty. I vote for Parliament-men : I pay Taxes, ar wink 
truly I don't think Matrimony conſiſlent with the Liber then! 


of the Subject. Ric, 
Kisch. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice vi, '”* 
oblige you. L will, 


True. Why, if it be the Law of the Land—I found e 
Letter here think it is for your Worſhip, Tr * 
Rich, Ay, Sir, how came you by it? Kic 
True. By a very ſtrange Accident truly— Ce Tru 
ſhe ſays here you (wore to marry her. Eh !—Now, Sir, Ric, 
I ſuppoſe that what is Law for a Petty Conſtable, my Tru 
be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. bas Riel 
Rich, This is the oddeſt Fellow Tru 
True. Here was the other Lady that cried out ſo- Riel 
warrant now, if I were brought before you for raviſhing Tru, 


a Woman—the Gallows wou'd raviſh me for't. — 
Rich. But I did not raviſ her. 22 
True, That I'm glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure M e 

that, yh 77 
Rich, 1 don't like this Fellow. Come, Sir, give ; lee 

my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs ; I have no mort p * 

to ſay to you. t 
True. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. | — * 

( [Coningup b Ric 


Rich. What! 


Trae. Dog. [Strike lis 
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Rich. Ha! ſtruck by a Peaſant ! [Draws.] Slave, thy 
Death is certain, [Runs at Trueman. 

True. O brave Don John, Rape and Murder in one 
Night! [ Diſarms him, 

Rich, Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your Pri- 
ſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to Beggary, VII give 
ſome Petty-fogger a thouſand Pound to ſtarve thee and 
thy Family according to Law. 

True. I'll lay you a thouſand Pounds you won't. 

[Diſcovering himſelf. 

Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions! Trueman! 

True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my very 
Looks are ſufficient; and if you have the leafl Senſe of 
Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your Heart, 
than my Appearance 1s in your Eye. 

Rich, Truth, by Heavens. 

True. Think on the Contents of this [ being a Letter] 
think next on me; reflect upon your Villainy to Aurelia, 
then view thyſelf, 

Rich. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me ? 

{+ Forgive thee ! [A long Pau/e.] Do one thing, and 
will. 

Rich, Any thing: — ll beg thy Pardon. 

True. The Blow excuſes that. 

Kich, Vt give thee half my Eſtate. 

True, Mercenary, 

Rich, Pl make thee my ſole Hein. 

True, I deſpiſe it. 

Rich, What ſhall I do? 

True. You ſhall——marry Celia. 

Rich, How ! that's too hard. 

True, Too hard! Why was it then impos'd on me? If 
you marry. her yourſelf, I ſhall. believe you intended me 
no Injury: ſo your Behaviour will be juſtified, my Re- 
ſentment appeas'd, and the Lady's Honour repair. 

Rich. *Tis infamous; 
| True, No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice, and what is Jak 
5 honourable : If Promiſes from Man to Man have 
Force, why not from Man to Woman ?—— Their ver 
Weakneſs 1s the Charter of their Power, and they ſhould 
ot be 1njur'd, becauſe they can't return it, | 

Rich, Return my Sword. 


G. 3. True, 
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True. In my Hand 'tis the Sword of Juſtice, and! 
ſhould not part with it. 

Rich. Then ſheath it here, I'll die before I conſent ſo 
baſely. 

True. Confider, Sir, the Sword is worn ſor a diſtin. 
guiſhing Mark of Honour—Promiſe me one, and receive 


other. 


Rich, I'll promiſe nothing, till I have that in ny 
Power. 

True. Take it. [Throws him his Sword, 

Rich. I ſcorn to be compell'd even to Juſtice; and noy 
that I may refiſt, I yield. T. ueman, I have injur'd thee, 
and C/;/ia J have ſeverely wrong'd. 

True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir; — and to aggravate the 
Crime, the fair Afflicted loves you. Mark'd you with 
what Confufion ſhe receiv'd me? She wept, the injurd 
Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange ReluGance gave 
conſent ; her moving Softneſs piere'd my Heart, tho'l 
miſtook the Caule. 

Rich, Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt, and 
melts it into Tenderneſs. 

True. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Form; 
think of the 5 and Raptures will poſſeſs her, wbel 
ſhe finds you inſtead of me: You, the dear Diſſembles 
the Man the loves, the Man ſhe gave for loſt, to find hin 
true, return'd, and in her Arms. 

Rich. No new Paſſeſſion can give equal joy: It ſhall 
be done, the Prieſt that waits for you ſhall tie the Knot 
this Moment; in the Morning I'll expect you'll give me 
Joy. ö Exit. 


True, So, is not this better now than cutting 0! 


Throats ? I have got my Revenge, and the Lady will 

have hers without Bloodſhed. [ Exit, 

SCENE changes to an Apartment ; Conſtance 4 
Servant, 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 

Con. My Civility to this 7 Bn will be as great a Con- 
ſtraiut upon me, as Rudeneſs would be to his Brother; 
but I muſt bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns require 1. 

Enter J. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks. me: N 
Lord, I wiſh you Joy. * 
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v. V. Madam, tis only in your Power to give it; 
and wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really proud 
of, it ſhould be that of your humbleſt Servant. 

Con. I never admitted any body to the Tit'e of an 
humble Servant, that I did not intend ſhould command 
me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you 
ſhall begin when you pleaſe, provided you take upon you 
the Authority when I have a mind. 

Y. W. Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers 
than Huſbands ; and I think it highly unreaſonable, that 
you ſhou'd put yourſelf in my Power, when you can ſo 
abſ-lutely keep me in yours. 

Con, No, my Lord, we never truly command till we 
have given our Promiſe to obey ; and we are never in 
more danger of being made Slaves, than when we have 
em at our Feet. 

V. V. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in moſt 
danger of falling: but it is better to be abſolute there, 
than to act by a Prerogative that is confin'd. 

Con, Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution we 
lire under; I'm for a limited Power, or none at all. 

Y. W. You have ſo much the Heart of the Subject, 
Madam, that you may rale as you pleaſe; but you have 
weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your Eyes 
have already play'd the Tyrant, think one Pri- 
vilege of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign's Hand. 

[Taking her Hand. 

Con. Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord; 
and he that refuſes them in the Form the Law preſcribes, 
is, I think, no better than a Rebel. 

Y. V. By Shrines and Altars, [Kneeling] by all that 
you think zul, and I hold good, by this, [ Taling her 
Hand] the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow— [King ber Hand. 

Con, Fie, my Lord, [Seemingly yielding, 

v. V. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tidings 
from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy. 

3 not you deſpiſe a Conqueſt fo eaſily 
gain' 

V. W. Vours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall deſpiſe 
all the World but you. 

Con. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts upon 


my Honour? 
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V. V. That's fooliſh. | 4fide.} Not Angels fent 0 
Meſſages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 

Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure. —[/4/ide] My Lord, I'll ſend 
one to conduct you. [ Exit, 

Y. V. Ha, ha, ha;—no Attempts upon her Honour! 
When I can find the Place where it lies, I'll tell he: 
more of my Mind.—Now do | feel ten thouſand «pid; 
tickling me all over with the Points of their Arrows, — 
Where's my Deformity now ? 1 have read ſomewhere 
theſe Lines : 


To Nature caft me in a rugged Mould, 

Since Fate has chang d the Bullion into Gold; 

Cupid returns, breaks all his Shafts of Lead, 

And tips each Arrow with a Golden Head. 

Feat herd with Title, the gay lordly Dart 

Flies proudly en, whilft every Virgin's Heart 
| Swells with ambition to receive the Smart. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him, 
E. V. Thus to adorn Dramatic Story, 
Stage Hero firuts in borrow'd Glory, 
Proud and Auguſt as ever Man jaw, 
And ends bis Empire in a Stanza. 
[Slaps him on the Shoulde, 


Y. V. Ha! my Brother! 
E. V. No, perfidious Man; all Kindred and Rel.. 
tion I diſown : The poor Attempts upon my Fortune 
cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love,! 
gan never forgive ;- my Honour, Firth ht, Riches, Ali 
could more freely ſpare, than the leaſt Thought of tly 
prevailing here. | | 
V. W. How! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be the fait 
Deluſions of her Sex; whilſt ouly Man oppos'd my Cun- 
ning, 1 tigod ſecure; but ſoon as Woman interpos's, 
Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was immediately on 
ber ſide.— Well, Sir, much good may do you with you! 
Miſtreſs, and may you love and live, and ftarve 1 
IN. 
E. V. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner, now 90 
are mine ; when the Ejectment is executed, you ſhall be 
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v. V. Ejectment! 

E. V. Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friends 
have purged my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
riotous Swarm that you had hiv'd together, 

Y. V. Confulion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the Elder, 
and will be obey'd. [ Draws. 

E. V. Dar'it thou diſpute the Elderſhip fo nobly ? 

V. V. I dare, and will, to the laſt Drop of my inves 
terate Blood. [T hey fights 


Euter Trueman and Teague. Trueman frites down their 
Sabor ds. 


True. Hold, hold! my Lord, I have brought thoſe 
ſhall ſoon decide the Controverſy. 

V. V. If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that decoy'd 
me abroad, 

[ Runs at Trueman, Teague catches his Arm. behind, 
and takes away his Savord. | 

Tea. Ay, be me Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſht Guard: 
upon the Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man behind his 
Bick. 

True. My Lord, a Word: [Whiſpers E. Wou'dbe.] 
Now, Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady. 

Gees to the Door and brings in Midnight, 

E. V. Midnight in Cuſtody ! 

Tea, In my Caſhtody, fet,. 

True. Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhment is 
deſlin'd for the Injury offer'd to Aurelia, if you don't im- 
mediately confeſs the Truth. 

Mid. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me) ¶ N ceping] 
I muſt own, that Hermes, as he was fill eſteem'd, ſo he 
is the Firſt-born.. 

Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule. 

Y. V. That Confeſſion is extorted by Fear, and there- 
fore of no Force. 

True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with. 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of Five 
hundred Pound-a Year to ſwear in your Behalf. 

Tea. Dat was Teague's finding out, and 1 believe St; 
Batrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her Pockets. 

Gs 


Enter 


his Veins; what's become of him ?- [Laoking abou, 
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Enter Conſtance aud Aurelia. 


Con. I hope, Mr. Woud'be, you will make no Attemp; 
upon my Perſon. E 
V. V. Damn your Perſon, T, 
E. V. But pray, Madam, where have you been i ny 
this Evening? [To. Aurelu . 4 
Aur. Very buſy, I can aſſure you, Sir; here's an ho 12 
neſt Conſtable that I could find in my Heart to mary now 


had the greaſy Rogue but one Drop of genteel Blood i 


Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry. a Conſtable !. 

Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had nd 
come in a very critical Minute, by this Time I had bee 
glad to 1 any Body. 

True. I take you at your Word, Madam, you ſhall 
marry him this Moment; and if you don't ſay that! 
have. gentecl Blood in my. Veins by to-morrow Morning 

Aur, And was it you, Sir? 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be aſham'd; I found 
you a little in di/5abi/le, that's the truth on't, but you 
made a brave Defence. 

Aur. I am oblig'd to you; and tho? you were a littl 
whimſical to-day, this late Adventure has taught me hoy 
dangerous it is to provoke a Gentleman by ill Uſage; 
therefore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew us a goo 
Example, I think we maſt follow our Leaders, Captain, 

True. As boldly. as when Honour calls. 

Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Brother“ 
jovial Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we have taken 
care to-ſecure. 

E. V. For him the Pillory ; for you, Madam 

; [To Midnight, 

Tea. Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maaſhte: 


Fuller. | 


E. V. For you, Brother 


F. V. Poverty and Contempt. — 


To which I yie'd as to a milder Fate, : 
Than Obligations from the Man I hate, [Eu 


E. V. Then take thy Wiſh——And now, I hope, al 
Parties have receiv'd their due Rewards and Puniſhments. 
Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, * 
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E. V. What ſhall I do for thee ? | 
ttempy Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy. 

E. W. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualified, Man: 
Tea. Yeſt, fet am I I can take the Oats, and write 


„— a. a 


; 
_ * | my Mark! can be an honeſht Man myſhelf, and keep | 
ur 1 a great * for my Clerk. i! 
| an bo E. V. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and i 
lon! now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs,——— | 
g about, Let none deſpair, whateer their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſt yield, wou'd Men but adt like me. 
1ad no Chuſe a brave Friend as Part'ner 45 your Breaſt, 
ad beet Be actiue when your Right is in Conteſt ; 
— Be true to Love, and Fate will do the reſt. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by AuRELIA. 


0 UR Poet open'd with a loud warlike Blaſt, 
But now weak Woman is his /afeft Caſt, 
To bring him off with Quarter at the laſt : 
Met that he's wain to think, that I can ſay, 
Or he can write fine Things to help the Play. 
The various Scenes have drain'd his Strength and Art; 
And J. you know, had a hard ſtruggling Part: 
But then he brought me off with Life and Limb; 
Ah ! Wou'd that I cou'd do as much for bim 
Stay, let me think—your Favours to excite,. 
1 till muſt ad the Part IT play d tornigbt. 
For whatſece'er may be your fly Pretence, 
You like thoſe beſt that make the beft Defence: 
But this is needleſs "Tis in vain to crave it, 
If you have damm d the Play, no Power can ſave it; 
ot all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome ; 
Not Shakeſpeare, Johnſon, cou'd rewoke its Doom: 
Nay, what is more if once your Anger rouſes, 
Not all the courted Beauties of both Houſes. 
He wwou'd have ended here,—but I thought meet, 
To tell him there was left one ſafe Retreat, 
Protection ſacred at the Ladies Feet. 
To that he anſwer din ſubmiſſive Strain, 
He paid all Homage to this Female Reign, 
And therefore turn d bis Satyr gainſt the Men. 
From your great Queen, this ſovereign Right ye draw, 
To keep the Wits, as ſbe the World, in Aae. 
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Ts her bright Sceptre, your bright Eyes they bow:; . 

| Such awful Splendor fits on every Brow, 

All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now, 

The Play can tell with what poetic Care, 

He labour'd to redreſs the injur d Fair. 

And if you won't protect, the Man will damn him there, 
Then ſave the Muſe that flies to you for Aid; 

Perhaps my poor. Requeſt may ſome perſuade, . 

| Bicauſe it ii the firſt I ever made, 
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TO ALL 


1 


1 
[ 


Friends round the Wrekin. 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 


Nſlead of the mercenary Expectations that attend Ad- 

dreſſes of this Nature, I humbly beg that this may be 
received as an Acknowledgment for the Favours you 
have already conferred ; I bave tranſgreſſed the Rules 
of Dedication, in offering you any thing in that Stile, 
without firſt aſking your Leave: But the Entertainment 
I found in Shrophire, commands me to be grateful, and 
that's all I intend, 

It was my good Fortune to be ordered ſome time ago 
into the Place which is made the Scene of this Comedy; 
| was a perfect Stranger to every thing in Salep, but its 
Character of Loyalty, the Number of its Inhabitants, the 
Alacrity of the Gentlemen in Recruiting che Army, with 
thetr generous and hoſpitable Reception of Strangers. 

This Character I found ſo amply verified in every Par- 
ticular, that you made Recruiting, which is the greatelt 
Fatigue upon Earth to others, to be the greateſt Pleaſure. 
in the World te me. 

The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, bet- 
ter Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, more 
good Underſtanding, nor more Politeneſs, than is to be 
ſound at the Foot of the Wrekin. 

Some little Tarns of Humour that I met with almoſt 
within the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the Riſe to 
tus Comedy; and People were. apprehenſive that, by the 

; Example. 
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Example of ſome others, I would make the Town me 
at the Expence of the Country-gentlemen : But they for 

that I was to write a Comedy, not a Libel ; and th; 
whilſt I held to Nature, no Perſon of any Character i 
your Country could ſuffer by being expos'd, I ha 
drawn the Julilice and the Clown in their Puris Nature 
libus ; the one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead; 
and the other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, 
hearty in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good an Unde: 
ſtanding as I could give him, which I muſt confels is f 
ſhort of his own. 

I humbly beg Cave to interline a Word or two of the 
Adventures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage. Mr 
Rich, who commands the Company for which thoſe Re. 
cruits were raiſed, has deſired me to acquit him befor 
the World of a Charge which he thinks ies heavy upon 
him, for acting this Play on Mr. Darfy's third Night, 

Be it *nown unto all Men, by theſe Preſent, That it cum 
my Adt an Deed, or rather Mr. Durfey's ; for he vu 
play his third Night againſt the firſt of mine. He brougit 
down a huge Flight of frightful Birds upon me ; when 
(Heaven knows) [ had not a feather'd Fowl in my Pliy, 
except one fingle Kite But I preſently made Pune: 
Bird, becauſe of his Name, and Brazen another, becauk 
of the Feather in his Hat; and with theſe three I engage 
his whole Empire, which I think was as great a V onde 
as any in the Sun. 

But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the Seaſon 
was far advanced; the Officers that made the greatel 
Figures in my Play were all commanded. to their Pots 
abroad, and waited only for a Wind, which might pol 
| fibly turn in leſs than a Day: And I know none of Mr. 
Durfey's Birds that had Poſts abroad but his Woodcocts, 
and their Seaſon is over; ſo that he might put off a Day 
with leſs Prejudice than the Recruiting Officer could; who 
has this farther to ſay for himſelf, that he was poſted be- 
fore the other ſpoke, and could not with credit recede 
- from his Station, 

Theſe and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with 
before it appeared. But on the other hand, it had 
powerful Helps to ſet it forward: The Duke of Ormoni 


encouraged the Author, and the Earl of Orrery apron 
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n meme Play. My Recruits were reviewed by my General and 
hey f ny Colonel, and could not fail to paſs Muſter; and till 
ind theo add to my Succeſs, they were raiſed among my Friends 
acter i n the Wrekin. 

I hag This Health has the Advantage over our other cele- 
Nature Itrated Toalts, never to grow worſe for the Wearing : 
:khead;Mlt is a laſting Beauty, old without Age, and common 
tleman Without Scandal. That you may live long to ſet it 
UnderMehearfully round, and to enjoy the abundant Pleaſures 
is 15 fol your fair and plentiful Country, is the hearty Waſh of, 


> of the 
e. Mr 
oſe Re. 
| befor 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 
Your meſt Oblized, 


Hnd moſt obedient Servant, 


nagel | G. FARQUHAR. 
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TY ancient Times when Hellen's fatal Charms 
Rouz'd the contending Univerſe to Arms, 

The Græcian Council happily deputes 

The fly Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Recruits. 

The artful Captain found, without Delay, 

Where Great Achilles, a De/erter, lay. | 

Him Fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 

Him Greece reguir 4 —againſ their Trojan Foes, 

All their recruiting Arts were needſul here, 

To raiſe this great, this timꝰ rous Volunteer. 


Ulyſſes well could talk — he flirs, he warms | 


The warlike Youth—He liftens to the Charms 
Plunders, fine lac'd Coats, and glitt'ring Arms, 

Jlyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 

And liſſed bim æubo wrought the Fate of Troy. 

Thus by Recruiting was Fold Hedtor ſlain: 

Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. 

for one Hellen ſuch prodigious Things 

Were acted, that they even liſted Kings; 

far one Hellen's artful, vicious Charms, 

Half the tranſported World was found in Arms; 

What for ſe many Hellens may we dare, 

Wheſe Minds as wall as Faces are /o fair ? 
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If by one Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cou'd find 

Wes Homer fir'd to write, ev'n Homer blind; 
Ide Britons /ure beyond compare may write, 

he view /o many Hellens ev'ry Night, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 
COVENT GARDEN, 1772. 


M E N. 
Captain Plume, Mr, Smith, 
Worthy, Mr. Du-Bellany, 
Juſtice Ballance, Mr. Hull. 
| Bullock, Mr. Dunſt all. 
Captain Brazen, Mr. Wwdward. 
Kite, Mr. Morris. 
Melinda, Mrs. Baker. 
Sylvia, Mrs. Leſingban. 
Lucy, Mrs, P itt . 


Roje, Mrs. Kur weten. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants. 


SCENE, SHREWSBURY, 
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CENE, The Market-Place. 
the Granadier-march. 


Drum beats 


iter Serjeant Kite, /o/low'd by Thomas Apple-Tree, 
Coltar Pear-main, and the Mob. 


ite making T ee F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 
Cd, N „ a have a mind to ſerve 
I her Majeſty, and pull down 

the French King : If any 

2X 4 Þ Prentices have ſevere Maſters, 
nnn Children have undutiful 
Parents : If any Servants have too little Wages, or any 
uſband too much Wife: Let them repair to the noble 
derjeant Kite, at the Sign of the Raven, in this good 
[own of Shrewſbury, and they ſhall receive preſent Re- 
&f and Fr.tertainment. — —Gentlemen, I don't beat 
ny Drums here to inſoare or inveigle any Man, for you 
ul know, Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honour: 
belides, I don't beat up for common Soldicrs z no, I liſt 
2 only 
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only Granadiers, Granadiers, Gentlemen—Pray, Ga 
tlemen, obſerve this Cap—T his is the Cap of Flonoy 
it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the drawing of a Hricke 


and he that has the good Fortune to be born ſix Fc xy 
high, was born to be a great Man —— Sir, will you he bes 
me leave to try this Cap upon your Head ? Pardon 
Coft, Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me Kite, 
Kite. No, no, no more than I can——Come, let I have! 
ſee how it becomes you. and the 
Ceſt. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it ? is th, 
Gunpowder Plot upon me ? a gener 
Kite, No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man. Gentle 
Coſt. My Mind miſgives me plaguily—Let me ſee All 1 
—| Going to put it on] It ſmells woundily of Sweat al Kite. 
Brimſtone. Smell Tumma:, nour o 
Tho. Ay, wauns does it. All. 
Caf. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon tit Kite 
Face of it? Grenad 
Kite, The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 
Coſt. Pray row, what may be that ſame Bed of Hi Plu 
nour ? Drum 
Kite. O] a mighty large Bed! bigger by half than H Let 
great Bed at Ware ten thouſand People may lie in at Te 
together, and never feel one another. dred 


Cal. My Wife and I would do well to lie in't, for wi Rigin 
don't care for feeling one another. But do Folk lee 
ſound in this ſame Bed of Honour. Kit 

Kite. Sound? Ay, ſo ſound that they never wake. Bank 

Ce. Wauns! I wiſh again that my Wife lay there. you'r 

Kite. Say you ſo! Then, I find, Brother 

Coft. Brother! Hold there Friend; 1 am no Kind I ane 
to you that | know cf yet Look'e, Serjeant, 1M Pr 
Coaxing, no Wheedling, d'ye ſee—If I have a mind to 7 
lift, why ſo——If not, why tis not ſo——therefore ta Five 
your Cap and your Brotherſhip back again, for I an P. 


not diſpoſed at this preſent Writing — No Coaxing, 10 K 
Brothering me, Faith. of t 

Kite. I coax! | wheedle! I'm above it! Sir, I hav and 
ſerv'd twenty Campaigns—But, Sir, you talk well, ans ” 
] muſt own that you are a Man every Inch of you,“ Diſc 
pretty young ſprightly Fellow——1 love a Fellow with! þ 
Spirit; but 1 ſcorn to coax, tis baſe ; Tho? I muſt fay; * 
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hat never in my Life had I ſeen a Man better built! 
how firm and ſtrong he treads! He ſteps like a Caſile; 
but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man—Come honeſt Lad, will 
you take Share of a Pot ? ; 
C:ft. Nay, for that Matter, I'll ſpend my Penny with 
the beſt he that wears a Head, that is, begging your 
Pardon, Sir, and in a fair Way. | 
Kite, Give me your Hand then; and now Gentlemen, 
have no more to ſay, but this—Here's a Purſe of Gold, 
and there is a Tub of humming Ale at my Quarters—— 


Tis the Queen's Money, and the Queen's Drink—She's | 


a generous Queen, and loves her Subjects | hope, 
Gentlemen, you won't refuſe the Queen's Health ? 

All Mob. No, no, no. 

Kite. Huzza then! huzza for the Queen, and the Ho- 
nour of Shropſhire. _ 

All Mob. Huzza ! 

Kite. Beat Drum. ¶ Exeunt Shouting, Drum beating of 
Grenadier's March. 

Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 

Plume. By the Grenadier March that ſhou'd be my 
Drum; and by that Shout. it ſhou'd beat with Succeſs 
et me ſee Four o'Clock——{ Locking on his Match.] 
At Ten Yeſterday Morning | left Lenden A hun- 
dred and twenty Miles in thirty Hours is pretty ſmart 
Riding, but nothing to the Fatigue of Recruiting. 

Enter Kia | 

Kite, Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain : From the 
Banks of the Danube to the Fenn Side, noble Captain, 
you're welcome. tiers 

Plume. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr, Ke, 
I find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting Strain: 
—Pray what Succeſs ? 


Five ! | 
Plume. Five! Pray what are they? 
Kite, I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King 


of the Gypfies, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, 


and a Welch Parſon, | 

Plume. An Attorney ! Wert thou mad? Liſt a Lawyer ! 
Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute, 

Kite. Why, Sir ? | ; 

Vor. II. H P' lume. 


Kite. 1 have been here a Week, and I have recruited - 
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Plume. Becauſe Iwill have Nobody in my Company 
that can write; a Fellow that can write, can draw Peu- 
tions—l ſay this Minute diſcharge him, | 

Kite. And what ſhall 1 do with the Parſon ? 

Plume. Can he write ? 

Kite. Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Plume. Keep him by all means—— But how ſtands the 
Country affected? Were the People pleas'd with the 
News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas'd with your Honour, 
and the Juſtices and better Sort of People are ſo delight- 
ed with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Buſineſs — 
But, Sir, you have got a Recruit here that you little 
think of, | | 

Plume, Who ? 

Kite, One that you beat up for the laſt time you were 
in the Country: You remember your old Friend Molly at 
the Caſtle? _ © 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. 

Kite. No, no, Sir—ſhe was brooght to bed Yeſterday, 

Plume. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 

Kits. And fo her Friends will oblige me to marry the 
Mother. 

Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us ; ſhe can 
waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occafion. 

Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion, But your 
Honour knows that I anggmarried already. 

Plume. To how man 

Kite. 1 can't tell readily —1 have ſet them down here 
upon the back of the Muſter-roll. [Draws it out.] Let 

me ſee—/mprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, ſhe fells Potatoes 
upon Ormond: Key in Dublin — Peggy Guzzle, the Brandy 
Woman, at the Horſe-Guards at I hiteball Dolly Mag- 
gon, the Carrier's Daughter at Hall — Madamoiſelle 
Van-bottom-fHat at the B/. | 
Ship Carpenter's Widow, at Port/mouth ; but I don't 
reckon upon her, for ſhe was married at the ſame I ime 
to two Lieutenants of Marines, and a Man of War's 
Boatſwain. | | 

Plume. A full Company — You have nam'd five—— 
Come, make em half a dozen; — Kitemis the Child a 
Boy or a Girl? x 

| e. 
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Me. A Chopping Boy. ä 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Grenadier by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow— I'll allow you a 
Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the 
Wench in the Straw, 

Kite. 1 ſhall, Sir. N 

Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your Ger- 
nan Doctor's Habit ſince you arriv'd ? 

Kite. Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the 
Country for the moſt faithful Fortune-teller that ever told 
a Lie.—l was oblig'd to let my Landlord into the Secret, 
for the Convenience of keeping it ſo; but he's an honeſt 
Fellow, and will be faithful to any Roguery that is 
truſted to him. This Device, Sir, will get you Men, 
and me Money, which, I think, is all we want at pre- 
ſent—But yonder comes your Friend, Mr. Norty. 
Has your Honour any farther Commands ? 

Plume, None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] ' Tis indeed the 
picture of Worthy, but the Life's departed. 

Ener Worthy. | 

What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy / Methinks you ſhould hold 
'em open, when a Friend's ſo near—The Mas has got 
the Vapours in his Ears, I believe: I muſt expel this 
melancholy Spirit. | | 


Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
ly, I conjure thee, by this Magic Blow. 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 


Wer. Plume! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 
ſound return'd ! 

Plame. 1 ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I hope, 
from London; you ſee I have loſt neither Leg, Arm, nor 
Noſe: Then for my Inſide, tis neither troubled with 
Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have an excellent 
Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 

Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo. | 

Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, I hope? Has your Father roſe 
from the Dead, and re- aſſum d his Eſate ? 

Wir. No. 

Flame, Then you are married ſurely, 

H 2 | Vor. 
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Wer: No. | ; 
Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 
Wor. Come, I muſt out with it ——— Your once gay, 


roving Friend, is dwindled into an obſequious, thought. 


ful, romantic, conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for ? 

Wor, For a Woman. 

Plume. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, behold 
me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant a Cox. 
comb as your Worſhip. 

Wor. For whom? | 

Plume. For a Regiment But for a Woman! *Sdeath'! 
I have been conitant to fifteen at a time, but never me- 
Jancholy for one, and can the Love of one bring you into 
this Condition? Pray, who is this wonderful Hellen / 

Wor. A Hellen indeed, not to be won under a ten Yeats 
Siege, as great a Beauty and as great a ſilt. 

lume. A jilt ! Pho! Is ſhe as great a Whore ? 

Wor. No, no. 

Plume. *Tis ten thouſand pities: But who is ſhe? Do 
I know her? 

Mor. Very well. 

Plume. That's impoſſible—I know no Woman that will 
hold out a ten Year's Siege. a 

Mor. What think ye of Melinda? 

Plume. Melinda ! Why ſhe began to Capitulate this 
| time Twelve-month, and offered to Surrender upon ho- 
nourable Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe a Sett!e- 
ment of five hundred Pounds a-Year to her, before | 
went laſt abroad. | 

Wor: I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, deſiring only one 
Week to conſider When, beyond her Hopes, the 
Town was rehiev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege into 2 
Blockade. 

Plume. Explain, explain. | 

Wor. My — Richly, her Aunt in Flintſhire dies, and 


leaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thouſand Pounds. 
Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now—H/rthy, 
Blockade was fooliſh—After ſuch a Convoy of Proviſions 
was enter'd the Place, you could have no thouglit of 
reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have * you 
ttacks, 
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Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, or have died upon 
the Breach. - - Jet If | 

Wor, I did make one general. Aſſault, and puſh'd it 
with all my Forces; but I was fo vigorouſly repuls'd, 
that deſpairing of ever gainipg her for a Miſtreſs, | have 
alter'd my Conduct, given my Addreſſes the obſequious 
and diſtant Turn, and court her now for a Wife. 

Plume, So as you grew Obſequious, ſhe grew Haugh- 
ty; and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe 
us'd you like a Dog. 

or. Exactly. 

Plume. His the way of em all. Come, We thy, 
your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring you 
together; you muſt not think to ſurmount her Pride by 
your Humility : Wou'd you bring her t5 better 1 
of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a meaner Opinion of her- 
ſelf. Let me fee, the very firſt thing that I would do, 
ſhould be to lie with her Chamber-maid, and hire thiee 
or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood to report that I 
had got them with Child —Suppoſe we Lampoon'd all 
the pretty Women in Town, and left her out; or, what 
if we made a Ball, and forgot to invite Her with one or 
two of the Uglieſt. - 

Wor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt confeſs; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
have no Balls, ro Lampoons, no | 

Plume. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruiting 
Officers in Town! | thought 'twas a Maxim among 
them, to leave as many Recruits in the Country as they 
carried out. | 

Mor. Nobody doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 


in ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood, witneſs 


our Friend Mo/ly at the Caſtle; there have been Tears 
in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 

Plume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. | 

Wor. O. Sir, have you thought of her? I began to 
fancy you had forgot poor Sylvia. 

Plume, Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. Tis true, Sy/via and I had once agreed to go 
to Bed together, could we have adjuſted Preliminaries ; 
but ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſumma- 
tion, as I was for Conſummation before the Wedding; 

H 3 we 
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we cou'd not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate Foo), 
and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own way, ſo ſhe may 
keep it for Plume. 

er. But do you intend to marry upon no other Cen- 
ditions ? 

Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Condi. 
tion at all, If I mould, I am reſolv'd never to bind 
myſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, till I know whe. 
ther I ſhall like her Company for half an Hour. Sup. 
poſe I married a Woman that wanted a Leg——lſuch a 
thing might be, unleſs I examin'd the Goods before. 
hand if People would but try one another's Confliitu. 
tions hefore they engag'd, it would prevent all theſ: 
Elopements, Divorces, and the Devil knows what. 

War. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick to 

fay, that— 
Plume. I hate Country-towns for that Reaſon if 
your Town has a diſhonourable Thought of Sylvia, it 
Le to be burnt to the Ground.—— I love Sylvia, | 
admire her frank, generous Diſpoſition — There's ſome- 
thing in that Girl more than Woman, her Sex is but z 
Foil to her. The Ingratitude, Diſimulation, Envy, 
Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her Siſter Females, do 
but ſet off their Contraries in her In ſhort, were I once 
a General, I would marry her, 

Wer. Faith, you have Reaſon-—for were you but a 
Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you——But my Melinda co- 

vets it with every Fellow ſhe ſees—T'll lay Fifty Pounds 

e makes Love to you. 

Plume. I'll lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſhe 
does——Look'e, Worthy, I'll Win her, and give her to 
you afterwards. ; 

Wor. If you win her, you ſhall wear her, Faith; 
T would not value the Conqueſt, without the Credit of 
the Victory. 


Enter Kite. | 
Kite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 
Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but Friends, 
Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the 
good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Mo/ly-—my Wie, Mr, 
Worthy. 
Her. O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Kt. 
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Kite. Your Worſhip very well may——for I have got 
both a Wife and Child in half an Hour——But as I was 
ſaying—You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Molly my Wife I 
mean—-But what d'ye think, Sir? She was beiter com- 
forted before I came. 

Plume. As how! | 

Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue | ivery had 
brought her ten Guideas to buy her Baby Clothes. 

Plume. Who, in the Name of Wonder could ſend 
them ? | 

Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that—Mrs. Sylvig. 
| L hijpers. 


* 


Plume. Sylvia ! Generous Creature! 

Wor. Sylvia ? Impoſſible ! 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir.—I took the Gold as 
Part of my Wife's Portion, Nay, farther, Sir, ſhe ſent 
Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable Care of, 
and that ſhe intended to fland God-mother. The ſame 
Footman, as I was coming to you with this News, call'd 
after me, and told me, that his Lady would ſpeak with 
me—I went, and upon hearing that you were come to 
Town, ſhe gave me half a Guinea for the News; and 
order'd me to tell you, that Juſtice Bal/ance, her Father, 
who is juſt come out of the Country, would be glad to 

ou, : 

Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy—ls there any 
thing of Woman in this? No, 'tis noble, generous, 
manly Friendſhip ; ſhew me another Woman that would 


| loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that way, without Tears, 


Fits, and Reproaches. The common Jealouſy of her 
Sex, which is nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, ſhe 
deſpiſes; and can part with the Lover, tho' ſhe dies for 
the Man—— Come, Wortby— Where's the beſt Wine? 
For there I'll quarter. | 

Wor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, 
which J would not let him pierce before, becauſe | re- 
ſerv'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to Town. 

Plume, Let's away then—Mr. Kite, go to the Lady, 
with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall only 
refreſh a little, and wait upon her. 

Wor. Hold, Kite,-—have you ſeen the other Recruit- 


ing Captain ? 
wy H 4 X Kite, 
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Kite No, Sir, 1'd have you to know I don't keep fuch 
Company, . 
Plume. Another! Who is he? 1 
. Wor, My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt unac. 
countable Fellow——— but I'll tell you more as we go. 
[ Excun, 


SCENE, An Apartment. 


Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 


Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia, tones] [ 
envy'd you your Retreat in the Country: for Shrew/twy, 
- methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the mol 
irregular Places for living; here we have Smoak, Noiſe, 
Scandal, Affectation, and Pretenfion ; in ſhort, every 
thing to give the Spleen—and nothing to divert it—then 
the Air is intolerable, 

Sy]. O Madam! I have heard the Town commended 
for its Air, 

Mel. But you don't conſider, Sylvia, how long | have 
lived in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, the lea 
nice in her Conſtitution— no Air can be good above halt 
a Year. Change of Air, I take to be the moſt agreeable 
of any Varicty in Life. 

©. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral 
ſort: of Airs, f 

Hel tihaw! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we talle—— Have not you, Sylvia, 
found a vait difference in the Taſte of Airs? 

Sy/. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a ſort of Air} 
tale Air! you might as well tell me, I may feed upon 
Air ; But prithee, my dear Melinda, don't put on ſuch 
an Air to me. Your Education and mine were juſt the 
ſame ; and I remember the time when we never troubled 
our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air from the 
Welch Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold Morn- 
ing at the Boarding-ſcoo], | 

Mel. Our Education, Couſin, was the fame, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike; you have the Conſti- 
tution of an Horſe. | 

$y/. So far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, 
Cholic, nor Vapouts; I need no Salts for my Stomach, 


no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Waſh for my Com- 
5 ple ction 
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p'etion. I can gallop all the _— after the Hunt- 
10g-horn, and all the Evening after a Fiddle. In ſhort, 
| can do every thing with my Father, but drink, and 
ſhoot flying; and I'm ſure I can do every thing my Mo- 
ther cou'd, were I put to the Trial. 

Mel. you are in a fair way of being put to't; for I am 
told you Captain is come to Town. 

' $yh. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and Ill take Care he 
ha'n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Sl. And there's a Pleaſure ſure 

In being mad, which none but Madmen know. 

Mel. Thou poor Romantic Quixote —— Haſt thou the 
Vanity to imagine, that a young ſprightly Officer, that 
rambles o'er half the Globe in half a Year, can conhne 
bis Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Country Juſtice, 
in an obſcure Part of the World? | 

J. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhould not 
lice a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a narrow- 
neſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but a dull fleepy Quality at 
beſt, they will hardly admit it among the manly Virtues; 
ner do I think it deſerves a Place with Bravery, Know- 
ledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome other Qualities that are 
oper to that noble Sex, In ſhort, Melinda, I think» a 

Ne a mighty fimple Thing, and I am heartily tir'd 
of my Sex. 

MeL That ie, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely get rid of in Petti- 
coats, as if you were in Breeches, ——O' my Conſcience, 
ly/via, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt been the 
preateſt Rake in Chriſtendom, | 

Sy/. I ſhould have endeavour'd to know the World, 
which a Man can never do thoroughly, without half a 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours ; but now L 
think on't, how lands your Affair with Mr. Worthy 2 

Mel. He's my Averſion. | 8 

Syd. Vapours! 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam ? 

9. I fay, that you ſhould not uſe that honeſt Fellow 
ſo inhumanly. He's a Gentleman o Parts and Fort ne; 
and beſides that, he's my Plumes Friend, and by -!! 

tua 


H 5 | 2 5 


- Breeches in -carneſt—But to be plain with you, 


a 


with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 
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that's facred, if you don't uſe him better, I ſhall exp& Luc 
Satisfaction. | 
Mel. Satisfad ion! you began to fancy yourſelf i Me. 


like Worthy, the worſe for being ſo intimate with you 
Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, unmannet\ 
Coxcomb, | 
Hl. O, Madam 1 you never ſaw him, perhaps, finc 
you were Mittreſs of twenty thoufand Pounds; you only 
new him when you were capitulating with Worthy for 
a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him to he 


alittle looſe, and unmannerly with you, 


Mel. What do you mean, Madam ? Ky 
Syl. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you art 


. too plain. 


$z/. If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I thut 


your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 


Mel. Were | ſure of that, I would be glad to take 


oa Again! Look'e, Madam, you're. in your ont 
ouſe. | 
Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhould. har 
excus'd you. 
Sy]. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't deſire to have 
my. Viſit return'd. | ; 
Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an End of. thi 
the better. | | ws Cc 
Sl. I am eafily perſuaded to follow.my Inchpation WW Life, 


and fo, Madam, your humble Servant, a WY 
Mel. Saucy thing! Pl 
| Enter Lucy. Daug 

Luc, What's the Matter, Madam? Ba 
Mel. Did you not ſee the. proud Nothing, how e 1 
ſwell d upon the Arrival o' her Fellow. | have 
Luc. Her Fellow has not been long enn arriv'd t0 Pl, 


occaſion. any great Swelling, Madam; I don't belief aby 0 

ſhe has ſeen him yet- 

Mal. Nor ſhan't if T'can help it—Let me ſee—! hae that 

Om me Pen and Ink hold, III go write in 5 us to 
tb. | 


3 : Lit. 


d to 
lien 


have 
0 


Li. 


back immediately, while I go write. 
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Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam # 


Preſents a Letter, 
Mel. Who ſent it? 
Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 
Mel He's a Fool, and l'm tir'd of him, ſend it back 


unopen'd. 


Luc. The Meſſenger's one, Madam. 
Mel, Then how ſhould | ſend an Anſwer ? Call him 
[ Exennt, 


The End of the Fin ACT. 


ACT IL 
SCENE, An Apartment. 


Enter Tuftice Ballance aud Plume. 


Bal. T Ook'e, Captijn, give us but Blood for our 
ILL Money, and you ſhan't want Men. I remem- 
ber that. for ſome. Years of the laſt War, we had no 


Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officers Mouths ; nothing 


for our Millions but News-Papers not worth a Reading 
—Our Army did nothing but play at Priſon-baſe, and 
hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but now ye have brought 
us Colours, and Standards, and Priſoners Ad's my 


Life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal of France, 


and I'll go myſelf for a Soldier-— 


Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballgnce, how does your fair 
Daughter ? 


Bal. Ah, Captain? what is my Daughter to a Mar- 
| ſhal of France We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to 


have a particular Deſcription of the Battle of Hoetfer. 
Plume The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle as 
any one ſhould defire to ſee, but we. were all 46 intent 


upon Victory, that we never minded the Bette: All 


that I know of the Matter, is, our General commanded 
us to beat the French, and we did ſo; and if he pleaſes 
but to ſay the Word, we'll do it again. But pray, Sir, 
how does Mrs, Sy Bat 
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Bal. Still upon Sylvia ! For ſhame, Captain, you n rance 
engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory is you feflio 
Miſtreſs, and tis below a Soldier to think of any other, the E 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs ; but as a Friend, Mr and i 


Ballance | for tl 
Bal. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Matter, Sy, 
would not you debauch my Daughter, if you could ? you \ 
Plume. How, Sir! 1 hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd, Tefl 


Bal. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in Fry. PI 
land of her Age and Completion, by a Man of you iti 
Youth and Vigour. Look'e,. Captain, once I was young 
and once an Officer as you are; and I can gueſs at your 
Thoughts now, by what mine were then; and I remen. 
ber very well, thatI would have given one of my Leg 
| to have deluded the Daughter of an old Country Gentle. 
man, as like me as I was then like you. 
Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
Friend and BenefaQor ?- 
Bal. Not much of that: 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks : the Favour, 
Sir, that | 
Bal. Pho, pho, I hate ſet Speeches; if I have don: 
you any Service, Captain, *twas to pleaſe myſelf; I low 
thee, and if | could part with: my Girl, you ſhould have 
her as ſoon. as any young Fellow I know: But I hope 
| you have more Honour than to quit the Service, and ſhe 
1} more Prudence than to follow the Camp ; but ſhe's at her 
1 own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifteen hundred. Pounds in her Poc- 
ket, and ſo—Sy/uia, Sylvia. [ Calls 
| ak | Enter Sylvia. ez. 
1 Sy]. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poli 
i from London, left them upon the Table in your Cloſet, 
; Bal. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. [ Preſent: 
| Plume to b]. Captain you'll excuſe me, I'II go and read 
my Letters and wait on you. 1 t Exit 
Syl. Sir, you are weleome to England; 2 
Plaue. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Madan, 
.  fince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair Hand, vn 
| the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing England. 
Sy, I have often heard, that Soldiers were ſincere, 
ſhall 1 venture to believe public Report? | 
Plume. You may, when 't's back'd by private [nf- 


rances 
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rance ; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of my Pro- 
ſeſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it was with 
the Hope of making myſelf more worthy of your Eſleem; 
and if ever I had Thoughts of preſerving my Life, twas 
for the Pleaſure of dying at your Feet. 

Sy. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will and 


Teflament to be made before-hand. 


Plume, My Will, Madam, is made already, and there: 
it is; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battle of Blenheim, 
ou will find whom I left my Heir, 

Syl, Mrs. Sylvia Bal/ance, [Opens the Will and reads.] 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial Com- 
pliment ; but I can aſſure you, I am much better pleaſed 
with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, than L 
ſhould have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But 
methinks, Sir, you ſhould have leſt ſomething to your: 
little Boy at the Cle. 

Plume. That's home, [ Z{4e.] My little Boy! Lack a- 
day, Madam, that alone may convince you *twas none 
of mine ; why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife; 
and ſo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, in 
hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in Caſe of Ne- 
eeſſity.— That was all, Madam—My Boy! No, no, no. 

| Enter a Servant, 

Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 
from London, and deſires to ſpeak with you immediately, 
and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't wait on: 
him as he promis'd.. | | 

Plume. Ill News! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gen- 
tleman afflicted: I'll leave you to comfort hm, and be 
aſſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any way ſer- 
viceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he ſhall freely com- 


mand both. | 
Sy]. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing, that would 
engage me to endanger either. [Exeunt feverally.. 
SCENE, 
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SCENE, Another Apartment, 


Enter Ballance and Sylvia, 
Sy. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir? perhap, 


my Brother may recover. 


Bal. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Dodo 
Killman acquaints me here, that before this comes to my 
Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son-—Poor Oven 
But the Decree is juſt, I was pleaſed with the Death a 


my Father, becauſe he left me an Eſtate, and now | an 


puniſl'd with the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine; | 
mult now look upon you as the only Hopes of my Ps. 
mily, and I expeR that the Augmentation of your Fer. 
tune will gire you freſh Thoughts, and new Proſpects. 
Sy/. My Deſire of being punQual in my Obedience re. 
quires that you would be plain in your Commands, Sir. 
Bal. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know is-about twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a fair 
Claim to Quality, and a Title ; you mat ſet a juſt Value 
upon yourſelf, and in plain Terms, think no more of 
Captain P/ume. 8 
J. You have often commmended the Gentleman, Sir, 
Bal. And I do ſo fill, he's a very pretty Fellow; but 
tho* I Hk'd him well enough for à bare Son-in-law, | 


don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eftate and Fa. 


mily ; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed I might truſt in bis 
Hands, and it might do the young Fellow a Kindnels, 
but—odds my Life, twelve hundred Pounds a-Year would 
ruin him, quite turn his Brain: A Captain of Foot 
worth twelve hundred Pounds a-Year ! Tis a Prodigy in 
Nature: Befides this, I have five or fix thouſand Pounds 
in Woods upon my Eſtate, Oh! that would make hin 
ſtark mad: For you muſt know, that all Captains have a 
mighty Averfion to Timber, they can't endure to {ce 
Trees ſtanding : Then I ſhould have ſome Rogue of a 
Builder, by the help of his damn'd magic Art, transform 
my noble Oaks and Elms into Corniſhes, Portals, Saſhe;, 
Birds, Beaſts, and Devils, to adorn ſome magotty, new. 


Faſhion'd. Bauble upon the Thames; and then 1 ſhould 
have a Dog of a Gardener bring a Habeas Corpus for my 


Terra 


— — 
— —e— 
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Terra firma, remove it to-Chel/ſea, or Twwittenham, and 


clap it into Graſs-plats and Gravel-walks. 
Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your Wor- 
ſhip, but he will deliver it into no hands but your own. 

Bal. Come, ſhew-me-the Meſlenger. 

| [ Exit with Servant. 

Sy]. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
Fam Prince Pretryman exaQtly.—lf my Brother dies, ah, 

or Brother! If he lives, ah, poor Siſter ! "Tis bad 
both Ways; I'Il try it again—Follow my own Inclina- 
tions, and break my Father's Heart; or obey his Com- 
mands, and break my own; worſe and worſe. — — 
I take it thus? A moderate. Fortune, a pretty Fellow 
and a Pad; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach and Six, and an 
Aſs— That will never do neither, 

Enter Juſtice Ballance and à Servant. 

Bal. Put four Horſes to the Coach. {To à Servant who 

5 out. Ho, : via. 
"; . 8. * 
Bal. How old were you when your Mother died ? 

$y/, So young, that I don't remember | ever had one; 
and you have been ſo ecareſul, ſo indulgent to me ſince, 
that indeed I never wanted one. 

Bal. Have I ever denied you any thing you aſk'd of me? 

Sys. Never that J remember, 

al. Then, Sy/via, I muſt beg that once in your Life 
you would grant me a Favour. 

Sy. Why ſhould you queſtion it, Sir. 

al. 1 don't, but I would rather counſel than com- 
mand ; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a Pa- 
rent, but as the Advice of your Friend ; that you would 
take the Coach this Moment, and go into the Country. 

Hl. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Contents 
of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now ? 

Bal, No matter, I will be with you in three or four 
Days, and then give you my Reaſons.— But before you 
go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn Promiſe. 

7 Propoſe the Thing, Sir. 

al. That you will never diſpoſe of yourſelf to any 
Man, without * 

Si. I promiſe. X | 

r Bal; 


| 


- 
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Bal. Very well, and to be even with you, I promiſe] 
never will diſpoſe of you without your own Conſent, and 
fo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready; farewel. ¶ Leads her i 
the Uoor, and returns.] Now ſhe's gone, I'll examine the 
Contents of this Letter a little nearer. [ Read, 


SIR, 7 

M7 Intimacy with Mr, Worthy has drawn a Secret from 
him, that he had from his Friend Captain Plume; 
and my Friendſhip and Relation to yeur Family, oblige nt 
to give you timely Notice of it : The Captain has diſhonuur- 
able Deſigns upon my Couſin Sylvia. Ewvils of this Natur 
are more eofily prevented than amended, and that you wouid 
zmmediately ſend my Coufin into the Country, is the Aavict 

ef, Sir, your humble Servant, 
| MELINDA, 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, they 


are ten Times worſe than they were in my Time; had 


he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it like a 
Gentleman, I could have almoſt pardon'd it; but to 
tell Tales before-band is monſtrous. Hang it, I can 
fetch down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why not a Hat 
and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, and have a 


good mind to try. 
Enter Worthy. 


Worthy ! your Servant, 
Wor. I'm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News, 
Bal. I apprehend it, Sir, you have heard that my 

Son, Owen, is paſt Recovery. 

Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. ö 
Bal. He's happy, and I'm ſatisfied: The Strokes of 
Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. Worthy, 


are not ſo eaſily ſupported. 


Wor. I hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſion of 
— from any Body. 

Bal. Vou know I ought to be. 

Wor. You wrong my Honour, in believing I could 
know any thing to your Prejudice, without reſenting it 
as much as you ſhould. | 

Bal. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in Pieces may 
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eel the Perſon that ſent it, informs me that Plume has 
2 Deſign upon Sa, and that you are privy to't. 

Mor. Nay then, Sir, 1 muſt do myſelf Juilice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author. [Takes up a Bit.] Sir, 
know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover the 
Contents, Velinda- ſhall tell me. [ Gring. 

Bal. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you already, 
only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy with Mr. 
Worthy had drawn the Secret from bim. 

Wor. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter; *twill give me ſuch a hank 
upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under her 
Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! [Gathering up 
the Letter] The Aſperſion, Sir, was nothing but Malice, 
the Effect of alittle Quarrel between her and Mrs. Sylvia. 

Bal. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 

Mor. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of the 
Battle, juſt now, as ſhe over-heard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the account. 

Bal. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflicted with the 
News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company, 
ſhe begg'd leave to be gone into the Country. 

Wor. And is ſhe gone? 138 

Bal. J could not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſſing; the 
Coach went from the Door the Minute before you came, 

Mor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir !—1 find her Fortune 
will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and then Plume 
and 1 may laugh at one another. 

Bal. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to Pride as 
Men are; and — mayn't great Women, as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance I But come, 
v here's this young Fellow? | love him fo well, it would 
break the Heart of me to think him a Raſcal--=——Vm 
gad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho'. | 4fide.] Where 
does the Captain quarter ? | 

War. At Horton's; I am to meet him there two Hours 


hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Company. 


Ba. Your Pardon, dear Worthy, I muſt allow a Day 
or two to the Death of my Son: The Decorup of 
Mourning 1s what we oOae the World, becauſe they pay 
ttous. Afﬀterwards, 1'm yours over a Bottle, or how 
you will. | . 

Wer, 


| 
1 
1 
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Mor. Sir, I'm your humble Servant. [Exeunt feveraly, 


SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Kite, with Coſtar Pesr-main in one Hand, and 
Thomas Apple-tree in the other, drunk. 


Kite fg, fnne ; t 
Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe Cet. 
To wipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shots; you par! 
For now he's free to ſi g and play, | the Con 
Over the Hills and far away—Over, &c. Kite. 


(The Mob ſing the Chor, WM thing a 


We ſhall lead more happy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wiwes, Hüls, 2 
T hat eld and brawl both Night and Day, 

Odder the Hill, and far away—Ovwer, &c. 


Kite, Hey Boys] Thus we Soldiers live! drink, fing 

dance, play: We live, as one ſhould ſay — we live 

tis impoſſible to tell how we live——We are all Princes 
| Why—why, you are a King—You are an Emperor, ard Wl Come © 


| I'm a Prince—now——a'n't we among 
Tho. No, Serjeant, Ill be no Emperor. Kite 
. *, Kite, No! This is 
Tho, No, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace, Tho. 
Kite, A Juſtice. of Peace, Man! ; Cf. 

Tho, Ay, wauns will 1; for ſince this Prefliog-att, keep o- 

they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun, Tho. 

Kite. Done: You area Juilice of Peace, and you are WW Englan, 

a King, and Il am a Duke, and a rum Duke, a'n't 4? Plum 

Cot Ay, but I'll be no King. Kite. 

Kite. What then? | to ſerve 

Coe, Vil be a Queen. | Volunt 

Kite. A Queen | Plun 

Coft. Ay, Queen of. Erg/and, that's greater than any lunteer 

King of 'em all. makes 

B. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen, Tho, 

[ Huzza ] But heark' e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, Mr, Coft, 

Queen, did you never-ſee the Queen's Picture? Tho, 

Both. No, no, no. Kite 


Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of em ſet in Gold, MW Jeſt, I 
and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. See oy 
Wy y 


eraly, 


„ and 


rah, 
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they are ſet in Gold, [Tates two Broad pieces out of his 


Pocket, gives one to each. 

Tho. The wonderful Works of Nature! [| Looking at it. 

Coft. What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, I be- 
heve, Ca-ro-lux— What's that, Serjeant ? 

Kite. O] Carolus P Why, Carolus is Latin ſor Queen 
Anne; that's ell. 

Coft. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard—Serjeant, will 
you part with this? [I'll buy it on you, if it come within 
the Compete of a Crown. þ 

Kite. A Crown ! never talk of buying ; 'tis the ſame 
wing among Friends, you know; 'I preſent them to 
ye both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. Put em 
wp, and remember your old Friend, when 1 am over the 
Hüls, and far away. [They Ang, and put up the Maney. 


Enter Plume /anging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and e . Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain: 
T he. Queen commandi, and we'll obey, 
O wer the Hills, and far away, 


Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll make one 
among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads? _. | 

Kite Off with your Hats; O'unds off with your Hats: 
This is the Captain, the Captain. a 

Tho. We have ſeen Captains afore now. Mun, 

Cg. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; &fleſh, I'll 
keep on my Nab. 

Tho. And l'ſe ſcarcely d' off mine for any Captain in 
Erzland : My Vether's a Freeholder. 

Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are willing 
to ſerve the Queen: I have entertain'd em juſt now, as 
Volunteers, under your Honour's Command, 

Plume. And good Entertainment they fhall have: Vo- 
lunteers are the Men I want, thofe are the Men fit to 
make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. | 

Tho, Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are you liſted ? 

Coft, Fleſh! not I: Are you Coftar? , 

= Wounds, not J. | 

ite. What! not liſted ! ha, ha, ha; a very godd. 
Jet, faith, ' way 
Ceft. 
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Cot. Come, Tummazs, we'll go home. 

Tho. Ay, ay, come. 

Kite. Home ! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your. 
ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tummas, houck 
Coftar, / 
| No, no, we'll be gone. 5 
Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay : I pla 
you both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours, ty 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that Gares ſtir fron 
his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in hi 
Guts the next Minute. | 
_ Plume. What's the matter, Serjcant ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. I'm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
pos and one of 'em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to the 
other. : | 

Coft. Shot, Tummas ? 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter ? 

Tho, We don't know! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd th 
be in a Paſſion, Sir—but— x 
Kite. They diſodey Command, they deny heir being 
Tho. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny it nei- 
ther; that we dare not do, for fear of being ſhot: But 
we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go home. 

Plume. That's eafily known; have either of you te. 
ceiv'd any of the Queen's Money :? 

Coft. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. 

Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three-and- 
twenty Shillings and Six-pence, and tis now in thei 
Pockets. | 

Cot. Wounds, if I have a Penny in 
bent Six- pence, I'll be content to be lil 
the Bargain. 

: The. And I: look ye here, Sir. 

Ceſt. Nothing but the Queen's Picture, that the Ser- 
jeant gave me juſt now. 

Kite. See there, a Broad piece, three-and-twenty 
Shillings and Six pence; t'other has the Fellow on't 
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zund upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth three- 
id-twenty and Six-penc- each. ; 
Cot. So it ſeems, that Caro/us is three-and-twenty and 
u- pence in Latin. 
Tho. Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are liſted, 
Cot, Fleſh! but we a'n'te, Tummas: I defire to be 
ried before the Mayor, Captain. | 
[Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while, 
Plume. Till never do, Kire—your damn'd Trieks will 
min me at laſt—TI won't loſe the Fellows tho', if I can 
telp it— Well, Gentlemen, there mult be ſome Trick in 
this; my Serjeant offers to take his Oath that you are 
fairly liited. 

1bo, Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks ; but for 
me, or Neighbuur Cefar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 
twou'd be downright Perjuration. 

Plume. Look'e, Raſcal, you Villain, If I find that you 
have impo-*d upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, PI trample 
you to Death, you Do Come, how was't ? | 

Tho, Nay then, we'll ſpeak ; your Serjeant, as you 
ay, is a Rogue, an't like your Worſhip, begging your 
Worſhip's Fardon——and— . 

Ce. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak; you know I can 
rad—And ſo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two Pieces of Mo- 
ney for Pictures of the Queen, by way of a Preſent. 

Plume. How | by way of a Preſent ! The Son of a 
Whore! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 
you! Scoundrel, Rogue, Villain ! | | 

[ Beats off the Serjeant, and ollows. 
. 8 O brave Captain! tuzza! a brave Captain, 
alth, 

CH. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : 
This is the braveſt Captaia I ever ſaw—Wounds I have 
a Month's Mind to go with him. 

Enter Plume. | 

Plume, A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows as 
yon- -— Look'e, Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, I 
come among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a 
Kidnapper, to ſteal Slaves. 

Coft. Mind that, Tummas, 
Plume, I deſite no Man to go with me, but as I went 
8 
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myſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may do; 
for a little time carried a Muſket, and now 1 comma 
a Company. 

Tho. Mind that, Cofar : A ſweet Gentleman. 


Plume, "Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ady, 5 
tage of you; the Queen's Money was in your Pocket, 15 
my Serjeaut was ready to take his Oath you were lifted, 0 
but I ſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are both of you x 

your Liberty. lite, tak 

Cofl. Thank you, noble Captaia—I-cod, I can't fn 
in my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo finely. Kite, 4 

Tho. Ay, Coftar, wou'd he always hold in this Mind, Neu have 

Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more III tell you: and 
You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army is tene, me 


Place to make you Men forever: Every Man had hi; 
Lot, and you have yours: What think you now of i 
Purie of French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, aſter 
you have daſhed out his Brains with the But-end of 
your Firelock ? eh! | 

Coft. Wauns ! I'Il have it. Captain——give me 1 
Shilling, I'II follow you to the end of the World. 

Tho. Nay, dear Coftar, do'na ; be advis'd. 

Plume, Here, my Hero, here are two Gyineas for thee, 
as Earceſt of what I'll do farther for thee. 

Tho. Do'na take it, do'na, dear Co/tar. 

; Cries, and pulls back his Arn, 

Coft, I wull——I wull—Waunds, my Mind gives me 
that I ſhall be a Captain myſelf——I take your Money, 
Sir, and now I am a Gentleman. 
Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I wil 
travel the World o'er, and command it wherever we 
tread— Bring your Friend with you if you can. [Aldi. 

Coft, Well, 7ummas, muſt we part? ; 

Tho. No Coftar, I canno leave thee— Come, Captain, 
Tim e'en go along too; and if you have two honeſter fim- 

ler Lads in your Company, than we two have been, [ll 

= no more. 

Plume. Here, my Lad, [Gives bim Money.) Now yout 
Name ? 

150. Tummas Appletree. 
Plume. And yours ? 

Cell. Car Prarmain, 


an 


P lum. 
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Plume. Well ſaid, Coftar ! Born where? 

Tho. Both in Herefordſhire. | 

Plime. Very well; Courage, my Lads Now we'll 
no, Over the Hills, and far away. 


Courage, Boys, *tis one to Ten | 
But awe return all Gentlemen; 

While Conquering Celaurs due diſplay, 

Over the Hills and far awvay. 


lit, take care of em. 

Enter Kite. 
Kite, A*n't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now ! Here 
du have complain'd to the Captain, I am: to be turnꝰd 
ut. and one of you will be Serjeant. But in the mean 


y do; 
LMand 


dvane 
ckets, 
lilled, 
you a 


't kind 
lind, 


you; 

50 tiene, march you Sons of Whores. [Beats em off. 
ad > The End of the ſecond ACT. 
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SCENE, The Market- place. 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 

10 Cannot forbear admiring the ps nag of our two 

Fortunes : We lov'd two Ladies, they met us 
alf way, and juſt as we were upon the point of leaping 
ito their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, Pride 
oſleſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, Mad- 
eſs takes. em by the Tails ; they ſnort, kick up their 
eels, and away they run. 
Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore— 
* of poor melancholy Monſters. What ſhall 
ve GO? ; 
Hor. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, 
id tue Fortune-teller. 
Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 
Wer. What is't ? | 
Plume. I'll never think of her again. 
Wir. No! | | 
Plume. No; I think myſelf above adminiſtering to the 
nde of any Woman, were ſhe worth Twelve 32 
a-Vear; 
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a-Year; and I ha'n't the Vanity to believe I ſhall ererWthey're 
gain a Lady worth Twelve tundied——''he g-neroy 

ood-natur'd Si, in her Smock, I admire ; but the 
Faoghty, ſcornful Sy/via, with her Fortune, I deſpiſe— 
What, ſneak out of Town, and not ſo much as a Word, 
a Line, a Compliment.-—"Sdeath ! how far off does ſhe 
live? I'll go and break her Windows. 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window-bars too, t 
come at her—Come, come, Friend, no more of you 
rough military Airs, 

Emery Kite. 

Kite. Captain, Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's a con. 
ing this way: *Tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 

Plume. Now, Worthy, to ſhew you how much I amin 
love; here ſhe comes: But ite, what is that great 
Country-ſellow with her? | 

Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 


Enter Roſe, follow'd by her Brother Bullock, with Chic- 
tens on her Arm in à Baſeet. 


Reſe. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chicken), 
young and tender Chickens. 
Plume. Here, you Chickens ! 
Ref. Whotalls ? 
Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Reſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 
Wor. Yes, Child we'll both buy. 
Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for your- Pu, 
ſelf — Come, Child, I'll buy all you have. pray. 
Raſe. Then all I have is at your Service. [Court fa 
Wor. Then muſt I ſhift for myſelf, I find. Eau. Cruſt 


Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you ſay. What 

| | [Chucks her under the Chin, By 
Rofe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. Com 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Baſket to the bot- Ki 
tom, my Dear. | the 1 
Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; feel, WM . B. 
Sir ; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. Rus / 
Plume. And I'll buy ĩt all, Child, were it ten times mor. £: 
Roſe. Sir, I can furniſh you. | : Bu 
Plume, Come then, we won't quarrel about-the Price, Wor 
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they're fine Birds Pray what's your Name, pretty Crea- 
ture? a 


Roſe. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within three 
this Market; I ſell 
my Brother Fullock 


Bul. Come, Siiter, haſte, we ſhall be late hoame. 

[ Whiſtles about the Stage. 
Plume. Kite ! 5 is him the Wink, he returns it.] Pretty 
Mrs. Reſe— you have—let me ſee—how many? 

Ree. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a Crown, 

Hul. Come, Rueſe, I fold fifty Strake of Barley to-day 
in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for a 
Penny, more than the Commodity is worth, 

Roe. What's that to you, Oaf! 1 can make as much 
out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, I'm ſure 
[The Gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a 
Chapman, I know how to make the belt of him And 
ſo, Sir, 1 fay, for a Crown Piece the Bargain's yours. 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

Rye. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can—my Lodging is 
hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there. 

[ Gees off, ſbe folipws him, 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen one 
of theſe Huſ/ars eat up a Ravelin for his Ereakfaſt, and 
afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Faliſado 

Hul. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange Things; but, 
prays Sir, what is a Rabelin ? 

ite. Why, 'tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the 
Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſome- 
what hard of Digeſtion. 

Hul. Then your Paliſado, pray what may he be ? 
Come, Ruoſe, pray ha? done. 

Kite, Your Paliſado is a pretty fort of Bodkin, about 
the Thickneſs of my Leg. 

By. That's a Fib, 1 believe. [Afde.] Eh! where's 
Rua Ruoſe ! Ruofe ! s'fleſh where's Rugſe gone ? 

Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 
Hul. The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 

Women, ſure. 

Kite. But there is, ſure. 


Vor. II. Bal, 
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Bul, If the Captain ſhould preſs Ruo/e, I ſhould be 
ruin'd—W hich way went ſhe! O! the Devil take your 
Rablins and Paliſadoes. Exit. 

Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, honeſt 
Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 
: Euter Worthy. 

Nor. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain ; admirable in your way, | find. 

Kite, Yes, Sir, I nnderfland my Buſineſs, I will ſay it. 

Wer. How came you fo qualified ? 

Kite. You muſt know, Sir, | was born a Gipſy, and 
bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, there! 
learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piftoles, who liking my Beiuty, made me his Page; 
there J learn'd Impudence and Pimping. I was turn'd 
off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking my 
Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff's Follower ; there | 
Jearn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt got into the 
Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and Drinking—v0 
that if your Worſhip ple-ſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 
wiz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, Pimping, Bullying, 
Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, and a Halbert, you 
will find the Sum Total amount to a Recruiting Serjcant, 

For. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier! 

Kite. Hunger and Ambition: The Fears of Starving, 
and the Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gentle. 
man, with a fair Tongue, and fair Periwig, who loaded 
me with Promiſes; but gad it was the lighteſt Load 
that ever I felt in my Lite——He promis'd to advance 


me, and indeed he did ſo—to a Garret in the Savoy. [ 
* aſked him why be put me in Priſon; he call'd me lying 


Dog, and ſaid | was in Garriſon; and indeed, tis 4 


Garriſon hat may hold out till Doomſday before l ſhould 


defire to take it again. But here comes Juſtice Ballanct. 
Enter Ballance and Bullock. ; 

Bal. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 

Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me 

with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd his dil⸗ 
ter; do you know any thing of this matter, Worthy ? 

Wor, Ha, ha, ha! I know his Siſter is gone with Punt 


to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 
4 Bal, 
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Pal, Is that all ? the Fellow's a Fool, 

Bul. I know that, an's like your Worſhip ; but if your 
Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring her be- 
fore your Worſhip, for fear of the worſt, 

Bal. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 


37 


Kite. I hope ſo too. [ A/ide. 

Wer. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to be- 
lere that the Captain can liſt women. 

Bal. I know not whether they liſt them, or what they 
do with them, but I am ſure, they carry as many Wo- 
men as Men with them out of the Country, 

_ But how came you not to go along with your 
Siſter ? ; 

Ful. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going than 
I do of the Day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman here, 
not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe—you thought 
n0 harm, Friend, did you? 

Kite, Lackaday, Sir, not I——only that, I believe, I 
ſhall marry her ta-morrow. | [ Afeae. 

Bal. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 
what did that Gentleman with you ? 

Bul. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fine Story of 
a great Sea-fight between the Hungarians, I think it 
was, and the J7/4-1r:/þ. 

Kite. And ſo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of 
battle—the Captain carried off the Baggage. 

Bal. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
2 give him my humble Service, and deſire him to 
diſcharge the Wench, tho? he has liſted her. 

Bul. Ay, and if ſhe ben't free for that, he ſhall have an- 
other Man in her place. 

Kite, Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. 72 

| Exeunt Kite and Bullock, 

Bal. We muſt get this mad Captain his Complement 
: Men, and fend him packing, elſe he'll over-run the 

ountry. 

Wer. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
ter's Diſdain. 

Bal. J like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another 
Fellow at his Age: I never ſet my Heart upon any Wo- 
mn ſo much as to make myſelf uneaſy at the Diſap- 

42 point- 
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pointment; but what ms Ore ſurpriſing both to myſe'f 
and Friends, I chang'd o' th* ſudden, from the mot 
fickle Lover, to the moſt conſtant Huſband in the World, 
But how goes your Affair with Me/inaa'? 

Wor. Very fowly Cupid had formerly Wings, but! 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or I fancy 
Venus had been dallying with her Cripple Yulcax when 
my Amour commenced, which has made it go on ſo 
lamely ; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain too, but ſuch a 
Captain ! As I live, yonder he comes. 

Bal. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 
know him. 

Wor. But I engage he knows you, and every Body at 
firſt fight ; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not his 
Ignorance proportionable ; he has the moft univerſal Ac- 
quaintance of any Man living, for he won't be alone, and 
Nobody wyl keep him company twice ; then he's a Cz- 
Jar among the Women, Veni, Vidi, Vici, that's all, If 
he has but talk'd with the Maid, he ſwears he has lain 
with the Miflreſs; but the moſt ſurpriſing part of his 
Character is his Memory, which is the moit prodigious, 
and the moſt trifling in the World, 

Bal. | have met with ſuch Men, and I take this good 
for-nothing Memory to proceed from a certain Contex- 
ture of the Brain, which is purely adapted io Imperti- 
nencies, and there they lodge ſecure, the Owner having 
no Thoughts of his own to diſturb them. I have known 
a Man as perfe& as a Chronologer, as to the Day and 
Year of molt important Tranſactions, but be altogether 
Ignorant in the Cauſes, or Conſequences of any one 
Thing of moment; I have known another acquire (0 
much by Travel, as to tell you the Names of moſt Places 
in Exrope, with their Diſtances of Miles, Leagues, or 
Hours, as punctually as a Peſt-boy ; but for any thing 
elſe, as ignorant as the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Mor. "This is your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller“ 
Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes ; this is tb 
Picture, behold the Life. | 
: Enter Brazen, 
| Brax. Mr. Worthy, I am your Servant, and fo ſor 
| woHark'e, my Dear. 


a We 
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Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not Man- 
ners, and when Nobody's by, tis fooliſh, 

Brax. Company! Mort de ma vie I beg the Gentle- 
man's Pardon; who is he? 

Wor. Aſk him. WY 

Brax. So I Will. My Dear, I am your Servant, and 
ſo forth ;—your Name, my Dear? 

Ball, Very Laconick, Sir. : 

Brax. Laconick! A very good Name truly; J have 
known ſeveral of the Laconch abroad: Poor FJack Lace- 
nick! He was kill'd at the Battle of Landen. I remem- 
ber that he had a blue Ribbon in his Hat that very Day, 
and after he feil, we found a piece of Neat's Tongue in 
his Pocker, 

Bal. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we them, 
at Landen ? 

Brax. I he French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a Jacobite ? 

Bal. Why that Queſtion? | 

Brax Becauſe none but a. Jacobite could think that 
the French durlt attack us—No, Sir, we attack'd them 
on the—I have reaſon to rememember the Time, for I 
had two-and-twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. 

Wer. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty } #rd. | 

Bal. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Count:yman, you rid 
pon half a dozen Horſes at once. 

Brax. What do ye mean, Gentlemen? I tell you they 
were killed, all torn to pieces by Cannon-ſhot, except 
lix 1 ſtak'd to Death upon the Enemies Chevaux de Friſe. 

Bal. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name ? 

Brax. Brazen, at your Service. 

Bal. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name ; I have known 
ſeveral of the Brazen: abroad ; 

Mor. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir? ; 

Braz. Js he any thing related to Frank Plume in Nor- 
thamptonſhire ? Honeſt Frank! many, many a dry 
bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt; you muſt have 
known His Brother Charles that was concern'd in the Jn- 
4a Company, he married the Daughter of old Tongue-pad, - 
farts the Maſter in Chancery, a very pretty Woman, only 

quinted a little; ſhe died in Child-bed of her firſt Child 

but the Child ſurviv'd, 'twas a Daughter, but whether 
£ was called Margaret or Margery, upon my Soul, I 
: I 3 | can't 
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can't remember, [Looking on his Watch ] But, Gentle 
men, I muſt meet a Lady, a twenty thouſand Pounder 
preſently, upon the Walk by the Water———/orthy, 
your Servant, Laconic yours! | Exit. 

Bal. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Melinda, 
as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to give 
you cauſe to be ſo. 

Wer. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining herſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival ; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, I ſhoult 
believe Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; I mutt 
go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. [ Exit 

Bal. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Bufinels——But 
what have we got here ? 

Enter Roſe ging. a 

Raſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and 
ride ſingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon a Vel- 
vet Side-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London, and fee the 
Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an pleale 
. your Worſhip, I have often ſeen your Worſhip ride 
through our Grounds a hunting, begging your Worſhip's 
Pardon——Pray what may this Lace be worth a Yard? 

[ Shexwing ome Lace, 

Bal. Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child? : 

Reoje. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſfily by it. 

Bal. I queſtion it much. All. 

Roje. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſhe!l Snuff 
box, and fine Mangere, ſee here, [ Takes ſnuff affected). 
The Captain learned me how to take it with an Air. 

Bal. Oho! the Captain! Now the Murder's out, and 
ſo the Captain taught you to take it with an Air. 

Roſe. Ves, and give it with an Air too — Will your 
Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? ¶ O Gers the Box affededy 

Bal. You are a very x & Scholar, pretty Maid. And 
pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe fine things! 

Koſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and tuo 
or three Sweet-hearts that I have in the Country, they 
mall all go with the Captain: O he's the fineſt Man, and 
the humbleſt withal ; would you believe it, Sir, be 
carried me up with him to his own Chamber, with # 
much Fam-mam-mill-yararality, as if 1 had been the 
beſt Lady in the Land. as be... 
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Pal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as 
tan be. . 
Euter Plume ſi ging. 
Plume. Put it is not % 

With tho/e that go. 

Thr: Froſt and Snow. 

Meſt apropo, 

My- Maid with the Milking-pail. | 
[Takes ho'd of Rafe. 
How, the Juſtice! then I'm arraign'd, coademn'd, and 
executed, | 

Bal, O, my noble Captain! 

Reje. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 

Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mad ?—Mr, Pallance, 
am ſo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 1 ha'n't 
: Moment's time to—1 have juſt now three or four Peo- 

e to— 

Bal. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 

Raſe. And fo muſt I too, Captain, 

Plume. Any other time, Sir. l cannot for my Life, 
581 — 

Bal. Pray, Sir—— 

Plume. Twenty thouſand Things—-1 would - but. 
ww, Sir, pray — Devil take me- I cannot—l mult —— 

[ Breaks aways 

Ba/, Nay, Ill follow you. Exit. 

Re/e.. And I too, | (ais 


SCENE, The Walks by the Severn Side. 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. 

Mel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pen- 
dants, or Knots? or in what Shape was the almighty 
Go'd transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much in his 
Favour ? | 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had from the 
- pany was only a ſmall piece of Flanders Edging for 
inners. 

Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent from 
Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is from their 
Women to them, They every Year bring over a Cargo 
of Lace, to cheat the Queen of her Duty, and her Sub- 


I 4 Luc, 
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Luc. They only barter one Sort of prohibited Good, 
for another, Madam, 

Mel. Has any of em been bartering with you, Mr, 
Pert, that you talk ſo like a Trader? 

Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if it 
were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho? I pre. 
tend to excuſe it: Though he ſhould*not ſee you this 
Week, can I helpit? But as I was ſaying, Madam 
his Friend, Captain Plume, has ſo taken him up theſe 
two Days — | 

Mel. Pha! would his Friend, the Captain, were tied 
upon his Back; | warrant, he has never been ſober ſince 
that confounded Captain came to Town: The Devil 
take all Officers, I ſay—they do the Nation more harm 
by debauching us at home, than they do good by defend- 
ing us abroad : No ſooner a Captain comes to Town, 
but all the young Fellows flock about him, and we 
can't keep a Man to ourſelves, 

Luc. One would imagine, Madam, by your Concern 
for Wortky's Abſence, that you ſhould uie him beer 
when he's with you. | 

Me}, Who t:14 you, pray, that I was concern'd for 
his Abſence? I'm only vexed that I've had nothing faid 
to me theſe two Days: One may like the Love, and de- 
ſpiſe the Lover, | hope; as one may love the Treaſon, 
and hate the Traitor. O! here comes another Captain, 
apd a Rogue that has the Confidence to make Love to 
me ; but, indeed, I don't wonder at that, when he has 
the Aſſurance to fancy himſelf a fine Gentl: man, 


Luc. If he ſhould ſpeak o'th' à ſſignation, I ſhould be 
ruin'd. [ Aſide, 
Enter Brazen. 


Brax. True to the Touch, faith! [de] Madam, 1 
am your humble Servant, and all that, Madam? A fine 
River this ſame Severn—Do you love Fiſhing, Madam! 

Mel. Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lovers. 

Brax. I'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for you 
muſt know, Madam, that 1 have ſerv'd in Flandr's 
againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, and in 
Tangier againit the Moors, and | was never ſo much 10 
Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in all the Cam- 
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paigns I ever made, I have not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as. 
your Ladyſhip 

Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I never had. 
ſo fine a Compliment: But you Soldiers are the beit 
bred Men, that we muſt allow. 

Brax. Some of us, Madam But there are Brutes 
among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my own part, I have 
always had the good Luck to prove agreeable—l have 
had very conſiderable Offers, Madam——1 might have 
married a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand Crowns 
3-Year, but her Stove diſguſted me, The Daughter of 
a Turkiſh Baſhaw fell in Love with me too, when I was 
Priſoner among the Infidels ; ſhe offered to rob. ber Fa- 
ther of his Treaſure, and make her Eſcape with me: 
But | don't know how, my time was not come; Hanging 
and Marriage, you know, go by Deſtiny. Fate has re- 
ferv'd me for a Shropſhire Lady worth twenty thouſand 
Pounds—Do you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb! [ Afde.] To be ſure, a 
great many Ladies of that Fortune would be proud of the 
Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Braz. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 

Enter Worthy. 

Mel, O! are you there, Gentleman ? — Come, Cap- 
tain, we'll walk this Way, give me your Hand. 

Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 
dervice—Mr. Worthy, your Servant, my Dear. 

[ Exit leading Melinda. 

Wor. Death and Fire ! this is not to be borne. 

Enter Plume. | 

Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Ver. What? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the Queen —raiſing Men, and raiſing the 
hi- Reerhing and Elections are rare Friends to the 

xciſe. a 

Wor. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume. No, no, whimſical only; I could be might 
fooliſh, and fancy myſelf mighty witty. Reaſon fti 
Keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's ap. 

Mor. Then you're juſt fit for a Fiolic, 
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Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 
Wor. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſſl 
from that Tangerine. | 
Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd ? 
Wor. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to- day; 
ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firſt-rate, I can aſſure you; 
ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on purpoſe to affront 
me; but according to your Advice I would take no No. 
tice, becauſe I would ſeem to be above a Concern for 
her Behaviour; but have a care of a Quarrel. : 
Plume. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing 1n my 
Cups but an Oyſter Wench, or a Cook Maid ; and it 
they ben't civil, I knock em down. But heark'e, my 
Friend, I'll make Love, and | muſt make Love. I tel! 
you what, Ill make Love like a Platoon. 
Wor, Platoon, how's that ? W 
Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, faith; moſt La 
dies are gain'd by Platooning. 
Mor Here they come; I muſt leave you. [Ei 
Plume. Soh! now muſt I look as ſober, and as de. 
mure, as a Whore at a Chriſtening. 
Enter Brazen and Melinda. 
Brax. Who's that, Madam? 
Mel, A Brother-officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Brax. Ay————= My Dear {Ts Plume, 
Plume. My Dear. [ Run and embract, 
Brax. My dear Boy, how »'t? Your Name, ay 
Dear? if I be not miſtaken I have ſeen your Face. 
Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, My Dear 
[ known as the Sun's, that ſhines 
en all, and is by all ador'd. | 
Brax. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 
Plume. Pretenfions ! | 
Brat, That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad? 
Plume. 1 have ſery'd at home, Sir, for Ages ſerved 
this cruel Fait— And that will ſerve the turn, Sir. 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall bring 
a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands I ſee Worthy yon, 
der—I cou'd be cantent to be Friends with him, would 
he come this Way, Aſuts 
Brau. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir! 
Plame. No, Sir, but FU] have her notwichRandiog, 
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Thou Peerleſi Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, 
Envy'd by Nymphs, and worſh gd by the Swains, | 


Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet—1 ſhall be out 


Behold, how humbly dies the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn Side. 


Brax. Don't mind him, Madam —— If he were not ſo 
well dreſs'd, I ſhould take him for a Poet—But III ſhew 
you the Difference preſently — Come, Madam,--we'll 
2 you between us, and now the longeſt Sword carries 


27. [ Draws. 
Mel. [Shrieking. | 
wh Enter Worthy. 
Oh! Mr. Worthy, ſave me from theſe Madmen. 
A [ Exit with Worthy.. 
Plume, Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sir ? and 
fight the bold Raviſher. 
Braz.. No, Sir, you are my Man. 
Plume. I don't like the Wages, I won't be your Man, 
Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword. 
Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? 
Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 

Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 

Plume, Then they had a dear Bargain, 
Enter Sylvia in Man's Atparel. 

Hl. Save ye, ſave ye, Gentlemen. 

Braz. My Dear! I'm yours. 

Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? 

Nm No, but 1 will preſently——Your Name, my 

ear ? | | 

Ol. Wilſul ; Fack Wiiful, at your Service. 

45 raz.. What, the Keniſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of Staerd- 
ire, 
9. Both, Sir both; I'm related to all the #7//u/s in 

Europe, and Pm Head of the Family at preſent, 

Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir? 
Hl. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand; I have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor Habitation, beyond this Spot o! 
Ground, | ; 
Zrax. What are you, Sir e. 
S.. 
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Syl. A Rake. 
Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 
Hl. No, but I intend to liſt immediately ——Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 
Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, I'll make you a Corporal 
this Minute. 
Plume. Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, you 
ſhall eat with me. | 
Braz You ſhall drink with me. 
Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you young Rogue. 
| [Ke.. 
Braz. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty, 
Cyl. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 
lume. Pho, pho, pho! Ill do more than all this; 
Pl! make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for Ser- 
jeant. | 
: Braz. Can you read and write, Sir? 
'$yl. Yes. 
Braz Then your Bufineſs is done 
Chaplain to the Regiment. k "5 & 
Sy/, Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to 
chuſe ; there is one Plume, that I hear much commended 
in Town; pray which of you is Captain Plume. 
Plume. I am Captain Plume. 
Braz. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 
Sy!. Hey day ! 
Plume. Captain Plume I'm your Servant, my Dear. 
Bra. Captain Brazen ] I am yours—the Fellow dares 


not fight, [ Afeat, 
Enter Kite. 


Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe— 2 to whiſper Plume. 

Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Capt. Plume, 
your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for you. 

Braz. He's an incorrigible Sot.—Here, my Hector of 
Holborn, here's forty Shillings for. you. 

Plume. 1 forbid the Banns.—Look'e Friend, you. ſhall 
lit with Captain Prazen, | ; 

Syl. I will f-e Captain Brazen hang'd firſt ; I will liſ 
kk Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Engliſbman, and 
will be a Slave my own Way——Look'e, Sir, will you 
Rand by me To Brazen, 

Brax. I warrant you, my Lad, 


I'll make you 


| Sh, 
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Sl. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To Plume] 
that you are an ignorant, pretending, impudent Cox- 
comb. f 

Brax. Ay, av, a ſad Dog. 

S.. A very ſad Dog ; give me the Money, noble Cap- 
tain Plume. 

Plume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen / 

Szl. I won't. 

Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the Diſpute 
preſently-—Heark'e, my Dear. 

[Takes Plume to one Side of the Stage, and entertains 
him in dumb Shoaw. 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I am 
his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 

Sy]. What! you are Serjeant Kite. 

kite At your Service. 

Sy! Then I would not take your Oath for a Farthing. 

Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! Pray, 
Sir, let me look full in your Face ? 

Syd. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 

Kite. The very Image of my Brother; two Bullets of 
the ſame Caliver were never fo like: Sate it muſt be 
Charles, Charles 

or: What d'ye mean by Charles? 

I 


te. The Voice too, only a little Variation in EH 


ut flat: My dear Brother, for I mult call you fo, if you 

ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the moſt noble 

$ociety of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Comrade. 

g Cat No, Sir, VI! be the Captain's Comrade, if any 
ody's. | 
Kite. Ambition there again ! *Tis a noble Paſſion for 

a Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Am- 

bition! J ſee a Commiſſion in his Face already: Pray, 

noble Captain, give me leave to ſalute you. 


2 What, Men kiſs one another. 
Kite. We Officers do; tis our way; we live together 
like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or fighting: 
But I ſee a Storm coming. 
Sy]. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who'is your Captain by 
your knocking dow the other. 
Kite. My 2 ſeorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. p 
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BA. How dare you contend for any thing, and not 


dare to draw your Sword? But you are a young Felloy, 
and have not been much abroad; 1 excuſe that; but 
prithee reſign the Man, prithee do; you are a very ho- 
neſt Fellow. | 
Plume. You lye ; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
[ Draws, and makes up to Brazen, 
Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for 
the Lady ? [ Retiring, 
Plume. I always do—But for a man PII fight Knee- 
deep; ſo you lye again. [Plume and Brazen fight a Tra- 


wer/e or Two about the Stage; Sylvia draws, who is belt K 
by Kite, ale ſounds to Arms with his Mouth; takes Sylvia but 
in his Arms , and carries her off the Stage, | hold 


Brax. Hold, where's the Man? 

Plume. Gone. 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? [ Pata up.] Now 
let's embrace, my Dear. J 

Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. [Putting up.] l 
ſuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this time. [Ebracet; 

Kite bots in and ings, 

Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a 
Man before | make him my Friend ; and if once I find 
he will fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards, 
And now I'll tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, 
that Lady we frighted ont of the Walk juſt now, I found 
in bed this Morning So beautiful, ſo inviting—!I pre- 
ſently lock'd the Door—But I am a Man of Honour 
But I believe I ſhall marry her nevertheleſs - Her twenty 
thouſand Pounds, you know, will be pretty Conveniency 
El had an Aſſignation with her here, but your comin 
ſpoil'd my Sport. Curie you, my Dear, but don't do 0 

al i 
3 No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at W —C 
preſent, IE. Prot 
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AG 1 
SCENE, The Walk continues. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock, meeting. 


Roſe. Here have you been, you great Booby ? you 
are always out of the way in the time of 


Preferment. 

Bul. Preferment! who ſhould p_ me ? 

Roſe. L would prefer you! who ſhould prefer a Man 
but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great Club, 
hold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 

Bul. Ah Ruo/e, Rus/e, | fear ſome body will look big 
ſooner than Folk think of: This genteel Breeding never 
comes into the Country without a Train of Followers, 
Here has been Cartwhes! your Sweetheart, what will be« 
come of him ? 

RoJe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide 
for my Relations: -I told the Captain how finely he 
play'd upon the Tabor and Pipe, ſo he has ſet him down 
for Drum- major. | 

Bul. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place for 
me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drumming, 
if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Hl. Had I but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I fancy 
my Breeches would become me as well as any ranting 
Fellow of em all; for I take a bald Step, a rakiſh Toſs, 
a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be the principal 


Ingredients in the Compofition of a Captain——— What's 


here? Roſe ! my Nurſe's Daughter! III] go and practiſe 
Come, Child, kiſs me at once, [Xiſſes RoſeÞ and her 
Brother too Well, honeſt Duzg fork, do you know 
the difference between a Horſe and Cart, and a Cart 
Horſe, &h ? | . 

Bul. J preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, by 
your Cloaths and your —_ 
, 2 Nee I were, would you be contented to lift, 

ren 4 

Riſe, No, no, though your Worſhip be a * 
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Man, there be others as fine as you; my Brother is er- 
gaged to Captain P/ume. 

Syl. Plume ! Do you know Captain Plume? 

Roſe. Yes, I do, and he knows me—He took the Rib. 
bands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put 'em into my 
Shoes See there -I can aſſure you that J can do any 
thing with the Captain. 

Bul That is, in a modeſt way, Sir. Have a care 
what you ſay, Ruo/e, don't ſhame your Parentage. 

Roje Nay, for that matter, 1 am not ſo ſimple as to 
ſay that I can do any thing with the Captain, but what! 
may do with any body elfe. 

H/. So !——— And pray what do you expect from this 
be =" Child ? 

oe. expect, Sir II expet—But he order'd me to 
tell Nobody.——But ſuppoſe that he ſhould propoſe tv 
marry me ? 

Hl. You ſhould have a care, my Dear, Men will po- 
miſe any thing before-hand 

Roje. I know that, but he promiſed to marry me af- 
terwards. | 

Bul, Wouns, Rugſe, what have you ſaid ? 

Hl. Afterwerds? After what ? 

Reſe. Aſter | had ſold my Chickens.— ] hope there's 
no harm in that. | 


Euter Plume. 
Plume. What, Mr. Wiſſul, fo cloſe with my Market- 


Woman! 


$54. I'll try if he loves her. [ 44de.) Clofe, Sir, ay, 
and cloſer yet, Sir —Come, my pretty Maid, you and! 
will withdraw a little. 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'nt done with her yet. 

$y/. Nor have I begun with her, fo 1 have as good 
_ as you have. 

lume. Thou art a bloody impudent Fellow, 

Sl. Sir, I would qualify myſelf for the Service. 

Plume. Haſt thou really a mind to the Service. 
« Sl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. 

Roje. Pray, Gentlemen, ; we be fo violent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice 
Wil! you belong to me, or to that Gentleman ? 

Rye, Let me conſider, you're both very handſome. 
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Plume. Now the natural Iaconſtaney of her Sex begins 
to work. | 

Roe. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? 

Pal. Dunna be angry, Sir, that my Siiter ſhould be 
Mercenerary, for ſhe's but young. 

Syl. Give thee, Child !—I'll ſet thee above Scandal; 
you ſhall have a Coach, with ſix before and ſix behind; 
n Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and put Virtue 
eut of countenance, 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done; Ill do more for thee, 
Child, Pl buy you a Furbeloe-Scarf, and give you a 
Ticket to ſee a Play. 

Bal. A Play! Wauns, Ruofe, take the Ticket, and 
let's fee the Show. ; 

Sy/. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, Ill go liſt 
wita Captain Brazen this Minute. 

5 870 Will you liſt with me if I give up my Title? 

Sy, I will. 

+ "i Take her, I'll change a Woman for a Man at 
any time. 

Roſe. L have heard before, indeed, that you Captains 
w'd to ſell your Men. | 
ia Pray, Captain, do not ſend Rue to the Weftern 
dies. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weft Indies ! No, no, my honeſt 
Lad, give me thy Hand; nor you, nor ſhe, ſhall move 
a ſtep farther than I do — This Gentleman is one of us, 
and will be kind to you, Mrs. Ro/e. 

Roe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the Cap- 
tain would? , | 

Sy/. 1 can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but ['ll take 
Care of you, upon my Word, 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her ; ſhe ſhall 
live like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be 
What would you be? : 

BA. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place of 
Drum major — | 

Plume, Ay, that is promis'd—But what think you of 
Bar:ack-maſter ? You are a Perſon of Underſtanding, 
and Barrack-maſter you ſhall-be.— But what's become of 
tis ſame Cartwheel you told me of, my Dear? | 

Roſe. 
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Roje. We'll go feich him. — Come, Brother Barrack. 

mailer— We ſhall find you at home, noble Captain? 
| [Exeunt Roſe and Bullock, 

Plume, Yes, yes ; and now, Sir, here are your toriy 

Shi-lings, 
Sl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting money; if! 
do ſerve, 'tis purely fir Love —of that Wench, I mean 
kor you muſt know, that among my other Sallies, 
J have ſpent the beſt part of my Fortune in ſearch of a 
Maid, and could never find one hitherto ; fo you may be 
aſſur'd I'd not fell my Freedom uuder a leſs Purchaſe 
than 1 did my Eitate - So belore 1 liſt, I mult be certifcd 
that this Girl is a Virgin. 

Plume. Mr. Wilful, I can't tell you how you can be 
certified in that Point till you try; but upon my Honour 
ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought that 1 know to the cons 
trary, —I gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome trifling Preſents 
and Promiſes, and knowing that the belt Security for a 
Woman's Heart is her Perſon, I would have made my+ 
ſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jealouſy of my im- 
pertinent Landlady inter pos'd. ; 

H. Sq you only want an Opportunity for accompliih« 

ing your Deſigns upon her. 
Plume. Not at all; I have already gain'd my Ends, 
which were only the drawing in one or two of her Fol- 
lowers. The Women, you know, are the Loadilones 
every where; gain the Wives, and you are careſs'd by 
the Huſbands ; pleaſe the Miſtreſs, and you are valued 
by the Gallants ; ſecure an Intereſt with the fineſt Wo- 
men at Court, and you procure the Favour. of the great- 
eſt Men—So kiſs the prettiett Country-wenches, and you 
are ſure of liſting the luſtieſt Fellows, Some people > 
call this Artifice, but I term it Stratagem, ſince it is 10 
main a part of the Service———Beſides, the Fatigue of 
Recruiting is ſo intolerable, that unleſs we could make 
ourſelves ſome pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man 
would be able to bear it, 

Sy/. Well, Sir, I am fatisfied as to the Point in Debate; 
but now let me beg you to lay aſide your Recruiting 
Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell me plainly 
what Uſage I muſt expect when I am under your Com- 
mand ? | | 


Plunt. 


arrack. 
zin? 

zullock. 
ar for 


y 1 
mean 
Sallies, 
ch of 2 
may be 
urchaſe 
ertißed 


can be 
Ioncur 
2 CON» 
reſents 
for a 
le my- 
ny im- 


npliſh- 


Ends, 
r Fol- 
tones 
$'d by 
valued 
t Wo- 
great- 
d you 


e ma 

i510 
ue of 
make 


Man 
bate; 
uiting 
lainly 
Com- 


D Junta. 


The Recruiting Officer. 53 


Plume. You muſt know, in the firſt place, then, that 
| hate to have Gentlemen in my Company; for they are 
always troubleſome and expenhve, ſometimes dangerous; 
and 'tis a conſlant Maxim amongſt us, that thoſe who 
know the leaſt, obey the beit, Notwithſtanding all 
this, I find ſomething fo agreeable about you, that en- 
gages me to court your Company; and I can't tell how 
tis, but 1 ſhould be unealy to {ce you under the Com- 
mand of any body elſe—Your Uſage will chiefly depend 
upon your Behaviour; only this you mult expect, that if 
you commit a ſmall Fault. i will excule it; if a great 
one, |'ll diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me, 1 ſhall 
not be able to puniſh you. 

Sz]. And ſomething tells me, that if you do diſcharge 
me, 'twill be the greateſt Puniſhment jou can inflict ; for 
vere we this Moment to go upon the preatelt Dangers in 
your Profeſſion, they would be leſs terrible to me, than 
to ſtay behind you And now your Hand, this lifts me 
And now you are my Captain. 

Plume. Y oor Friend, | Aifjes ber.] Sdeath! There's 
ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

9. One Favour I mult beg—-This Affair will make 
ſome noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that would cenſure 
my Conduct, if 1 threw myſelf into the Circumſtance of 
a private Centinel of my own Head—1 muſt therefore 
take care to be impieſt by the Act of Parliament, you 
ſhall leave that to me. | 

Plume. What you pleaſe as to that Will you 
lodge at my Quarters in the mean time ? You ſhall have 
part of my Bed. 

Sl. O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Would not 

you rather lie with a common Woman ? 
Plume, No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
Imagines ; I have got an Air of Freedom, which People 
miltake far Lewdneſs in me, as they millake Formality 
in others for Religioa—The World is all a Cheat; only 
I take mine, which is undeſign'd, to be more excuſable 
than theirs, which is hypocritical, 1 hurt Nobody but 
myſelf, and they abuſe all Mankind Will you lie with 
me ? 

y. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; ſhe's to be 
my Redfellow, you know. 


Plume. 
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Plume. I had forgot ; pray be kind to her, 
( Exeunt /eweyal), 
Enter Melinda and Lucy, ä 

Mel. Tis the greateſt Misſortune in Nature for a Wo. 

man to wart a Confident : We are ſo weak, that we can 

do nothing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Secret racks 

us worſe than the Cholic=—1 am at this Minute fo fick 

of a ſecret, that I'm ready to faint away —Help me, Lug, 
Lic. Bleſs me, Madam ! what's the Matter ? 

Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover — If Sylvia 


Eaſe of diſcovering my own, 

Luc. You're thoughtful, Madam! am not 1 worthy 
to know the Caule ? 

Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make you 


Luc. Not unleſs you ſhould find fault without a Cauſe, 
Madam. 

Mel. Cauſe or not Cauſe, T muff not loſe the Pleaſurs 
of chiding when I pleaſe; Women mult diſcharge their 
Vapours ſomewhere, and before we get Hulbands our 
Servants muſt expect to bear with em. 

Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raife me to a De. 
gree above a Servant: You know my Family, and that 
500 J. would ſet me upon the foot of a Gentlewomen, 
and make me worthy the Confidence of any Lady in the 
Land; beſides, Madam, *twill extremely encourage me 
in the great Deſign I now have in hand. 

Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any great 
Advantage to you : *Twill pleaſe me, indeed, in the 
Humour I have of being reveng'd on the Fool for his Va- 
nity. of making Love to me, fo I don't much care if ! 
do promiſe you five hundred Pounds upon my Day ot 


'Marriage. 


Luc. This is the way, Madam, to make me diligent 
in the Vocation of a Confident, which J think is gene- 
rally to bring People together. 

Mel. O Lucy ! I can hold my Secret no longer: You 
{muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune-teller in 
Town, I went diſguiſed to ſatisfy a Curioſity, which has 
coſt me dear: That Fellow is certainly the Devil, or — 
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of his Boſom-favourites, he has told me the moſt ſurpriſe. 
og Things of my paſt Lite ?— | 
Luc. Vinings pait, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 
urpriſing, becauſe we know them already. Did he tell 
you any thing ſurpriſing that was to come ? 

Mel. One thing very ſurprifiog ; he ſaid | ſhould die a 
Maid ! | 

Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for. nothing 
—Dear Madam, if you ſhould believe him, it might 
come to paſs ; for the bare thought on't might kill one 
in four-and-twenty Hours——And did you aſs him any 
Qreſtions about me? | 

Mel. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. 

Luc, So 'tis | that am to die a Maid—But the Devil 
was a Liar from the beginning, he can't make me die a 
Maid—1 have put it out of his Power already. {| fide. 

d. 1 do but jeſt, I would have paſs'd for you, and 
call'd myſelf Lucy ; but he preſently told me my Name, 
eaſure Iny Quality, my Fortune, ard gave me the whole Hiſ- 
» their I wry of my Life——He told me of a Lover I had in this 
s our Country, and deſcribed Horthy exactly, but in nothing 

b well as in his preſent Indifference.—l fled to him for 
a De. Wl ketuge here to-day, he never ſo much as.encouraged me 
d that n my fright, but coldly told me, that he was ſorry for 
omen, the Accident, becauſe it might give the Town cauſe to 
in the ¶ cenſure * Conduct, excus'd his not waiting on me 
ze me dome, made me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: Sdeath 

| could have ſtabb'd him, or myſelf, twas the ſame thing 
great Vonder he comes I will ſo ule him! 
n the Luc. Don t exaſperate him, conſider what the Fortune» 
is Va- tfller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, it 18 
e if | Wnt impoſſible for a Woman to die a Maid. 
Jay of Ip Enter Worthy, 

Me!. No matter. 

ligent . Wor. | find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ftrike while the Iron 
gene · W's hot Wu have a great deal of Courage, Madam, to 

renture into the Walks where you were ſo lately 
: You W hghten'd. | 
ller in Wel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to ap- 
ch has WW pear before me, that 1 ſo lately affronted. 
or one Ver. | had no deſiga to affront you, nor appear befgre 

or! Jeu either, Madam; 1 left you here, becauſe 4 had B \ 
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neſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to meet 
another Perſon, 

Mel. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, I hope 
you'll withdraw to another part of the Walk. 

Mor. The Walk is broad enough for us both. [7h 
wall by one another, he with his Hat cock'd, ſhe fretting 
and tearing her Fan.) Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, Ma- 
dam? ¶ He offers her his Box, fhe ſfirtfes it out of his Hand; 
evhile he is gathering it up, Brazen takes her round tht 
Waiſt, cuffs bim. 

Enter Brazen. 

Braz. What, here before me, my Dear! 

Mel. What means this Inſolence ? 

Zuc. Are you mad ! Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 

| [To Brazen, 

Brax. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind——H#or:hy ! odio! 
well turn'd—My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers ends— 
Madam, I aſk your Pardon, *tis our way abroad — M,. 
Worthy, you are the happy Man, 

Wor. I don't envy your happineſs very much, if the 
Lady can afford no other ſort of Favours but what (iz 
has beſtow'd upon you. 

Mel. 1 am ſorry the Favour miſcarried, for it was de- 
fign'd for you, Mr. Worthy ; and be aſſur'd 'tis the lat 
and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands.—Cap- 
tain, I aſk your Pardon — [ Exit with Lucy, 

Brax. I grant it Vou ſee Mr. Worthy, *twas only a 
Random-ſhot, it might have taken off your Head as wel 
as mine; Courage, my Dear, tis the Fortune of War; 
but the Enemy has thought fit to withdraw, I think. 

: Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by 
withdraw ? ; 

Brax. I'll ſhew you. 

Wor. She's lolt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Advice 
has ruin'd me: Sdeath! why ſhould I, that knew her 
haughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's a Stranger 0 
her Pride? 

Enter Plume. 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal: Don't frown ſo, 
Man, ſhe's your own, I tell you: I ſaw the Fury of her 
Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion : The Wildneſs of 


her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves you to Mad- 


144 neſs, 


arguir 
Princi 
count: 
Brand 
our Sf 
away. 
SCE 
Kit 
Kite 
from 
ind th 
(ary a 
fiter a 
this is 


Plus 
Kite 


razen, 

odlo! 
1ds— 
— Ir, 


if the 
iat (ls 


725 de- 
he laſt 
Caps 
Lucy. 
only a 
as well 
War; 
ik. 
2an by 


Advice 


ew her 


nger 50 


own lo, 
of her 
Ineſs of 
0 Mad, 

neſs, 


The Recruiting Officer. 57 


neſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battle with abundance 
of Conduct, and will bring you off victorious, my Life 
on't; he plays his part admirably, the's to be with him 
again preſently, 

Mar. But what could be the Meaning of Brazer's 
Familiarity with her ? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the AQtions of Fools: There's no 
arguing by the Rule of Reaſon upon a Science without 
Principles, and ſuch is their Conduct Whim, unac- 
countable Whim, hurries em on like a Man drunk with 
Brandy before ten o Clock in the Morning-—But we loſe 
our Sport Kite has open'd above an hour ago, let's 
away. Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber ; a Table with Books and Globes. 
Kite diſguis'd in a flrange Habit, fitting at a Table. 
Kite. | Ri/ing.] By the Poſition of the Heavens, gain'd 

fom my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I 

ind that Lune was a Tide-waiter, So! a Surveyor, Mer- 

cury a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn an Alderman, Ju- 
tier a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant of Grenadiers ; and 
this is the Syſtem of Kite the Conjuror. 

Enter Plume and Worthy, 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? 

Kite. I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor als 
ready; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the other 
Major of Dragoons— I am to manage them at Night. 
Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. Worthy ? 

Wir. Ay, but it won't do—Have you ſhew'd her her 
Name, that I tore off from the bottom of the Letter ? 

Kite, No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 
Plume. What Letter? | 
Mer. One that I would not let you ſee, for fear that 
jou ſhould break Windows in good earreſt. Here, Cap- 
an, put it into your Pocket-book, and have it ready 
pon Occaſion | [ Knocking at the Door, 
Kite. Officers to your Poſts. 'Tycho mind the Door. 

[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Door. 

Enter a Smith. 
Sith. Well. Maſter, are you the Cunning-man ? 
Kite, I am the learned Copernicus, | 
Smith, 
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Smith. Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and 1 bene 
can't «ford above a Shilling for my Fortune, "ſh 
Kite. Perhaps that is more than tis worth, A 
Smith, Look'e, Doctor, let me have ſomething that's 855 
good for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money again. Mar 
Kite. If there be Faith in the Stars, you al have MW kim 
your Shilling forty-fold Your Hand, Countryman, | 


you're by Trade a Smith * 
Smith. How the Devil ſhould you know that? 85 


Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother-tradel- Can. 
men — Vou were born under Forceps. K 
Smith. Forceps ! what” that! * 
Kite. One of the Signs : There's Leo, Sagittarius, Fer. 
ceps, Furnes, Dixmude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charleroy, and K, 
ſo forth—Twelve of em Let me ſee Lid you ever 


make any Bombs or Cannon- bullets ? i) 
Smith, Not I. Nan 
Kite. You either have or will—The Stars have decreed, $, 

that you ſhall be I muſt have more Money, Si K 

Your Fortune's great, * 
Smith. Faith, Doctor, J have no more, K 

Kite. O Sir, I'll truſt you, and take it out of youll 7,,, 

Arrears. bego 
Smith, Arrears! what Arrears ? 85 
Kite. The five hundred Pounds that's owing to you K, 

from the Government. knoy 
Smith. Owing me! Sun 


Kite. Owing you, Sir—Let me ſee your t'other Hand tell | 
I beg your Pardon, it will be _ to you : And the 85 
t 


Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty per Cent. for a 7 
Fortnigh:'s Advance. 

Smith. I'm in the Clouds, DoRor, all this while. 

Kite. Sir, | am above 'em, among the Stars— In tw! Fo 
Years, three Months, and tao Hours, you will be made vg... 
Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of Artiller and 
and will have ten Shillings a Day, and two Servants By 
"Tis the Decree of the Stars, and of the fixed Stars, tha nor 

are as immoveable as your Anvil—Strike, Sir, while the 7 
Iron is hot—Fly, Sir, be gone. hand 

Smith. What! what would you have me do, Dodlor!! B, 
wiſh the Stars would put me in a way for this fine Place. x... 

Kite. The Stars do—let me ſee—ay, about an = K; 
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hence walk careleſsly into the Market-place, and you'll 
ſee a tall, flender Gentleman, buying a Pennyworth of 
Apples, with a Cane hanging upon his Button——This 
Gentleman will aſk you what's a Clock He's your 
Man, and the Maker of your Fortune Follow 
him, follow him And now go home, and take 
leave of your Wife and Children; an Hour hence exactly 
is your Time. 

Smith, A tall flender Gentleman, you ſay, with a 
Cane ! Pray, what ſort of Head has the Cane ? 

Kite, An Amber Head with a black Ribbon. 

Smith, And pray of what Employment is the Gentle- 
man ? | 

Kite, Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the Exciſe, 
or a Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grenadiers——— [ 
can't tell exactly which—but he'll call you honeſt—your 
Name is | 

Smith. T homas, 

Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tom. | 

Smith, But how the Devil ſhould he know my Name ? 

Kite O there are ſeveral forts of Toms—Tom of Lincoln, 
Tim tit, Tom Tell-Truth, Tom o' Bedlam, and Tom Foo! 
begone—An Hour hence preciſely. [ Knocking at the Door. 

Smith. You ſay, he'll aſk me what's o*'Clock ? 

Kite. Moſt certainly And you'll anſwer you don't 
know—And be ſure you look at St. Mary's Dial; for the 
Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhould, you won't be able to 
tell the Figures, 

Smith, I will, I will. [Exit, 

Plame, Well done, Conjurer, go on and proſper. 


[ Behind 
Enter a Butcher, 

Kite. What, my old Friend Pluck the Butcher! ——T 
offer d the ſurly Bull-dog five Guineas this Morning, and 
and he refus'd it. | 4/feqe. 

But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's Halt a Crown——And 
now you mult underitand— 
. Hold, Friend, 1 know your Buſineſs before - 

du — 

But. You're deviliſh cunning then, for I don't well 
know it myſelf. 

Kite, I know more than you, Friend — Lou have a 

VoL. II. K 23 fooliſh 


— 


4 
: 
: 
+ 
47 
- 


r 


— = 
— * — — — 


- — Py 
— * 


* = - E 
. 


6 — 
8 


CR ˙ 
a rh 


an. A — 


60 The Recruiting Officer. 


fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more than the 
Man in the Moon: I tell you, the Man in the Moon 
knows more than all the Men under the Sun : Don't the 
Moon ſee all the World? 

But. All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confeſs. 

Kite. Then ſhe mult ſee all the World that's certain— 
Give me your Hand—You're by Trade, either a Putcher 
or a Surgeon. | 

But. 'I'rue, I am a Butcher. 

Kite. And a Sargeon you will be, the Employments 
differ only in the Name. He that can cut up an Ox, 
may diſſect a Man; and the ſame Dexterity that cracks 
a Marrowbone, will cut off a Leg or an Arm. 

But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye mean? 

Kite. Patience, Patience, Mr. Sargeon-general; the 
Stars are great Bodies, and move ſlowly. 

But. But what d'ye mean by Saurgeon-gereral, Doctor! 

Kite. Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Patience, 
I mult beg the Favour of your Worſhip's Abſence, 
1 My Worſhip! my Worſhip! but why my Wor- 

ip? 

Kite. Nay then, I have done. 

But. Pray, Doctor 

Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir! [R/ in @ Paſſion.] Do you 
think the Stars will be hurried? Do the Stars owe you 
any Money, Sir, that vou dare to dun their Lordſhips at 
this Rate — Sir, Pm Porter to the Stars, and I am or- 
dered to let no Dun come near their Doo:s, 

But. Dear Doctor, I never had any dealing with the 
Stars, they don't owe me a Penny——But ſince you are 
their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Half-crown to drink 
their Healths, and don't be angry, 

Kite. Let me fee your Hand then once more——Here 
has been Gold—Five Guincas, my Friend, in this very 
Hand this Morning. | | 

But. Nay, then he is the Devil—Pray, Doctor were 

ou born of a Woman ? or, did you come into the 
World of your own Head ? | 

Kite. That's a Secret This Gold was offered you by 
a proper handſome Man, call'd Hawt4, or Buzz2rd, or 

But. Kite you mean, 


Kite. Ay, Ay, Kite, 


Bute 
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n the But, As arrant a Rogue as ever carried a Halberd, 
Hoon The impudent Raſcal would have decoy'd me for a Sol- 
t the dier. 
Kite.” A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance for a Sol- 
3. dier! Your Mother has a hundred Pounds in hard Mo- 
in- ney, lying at this Minute in the Hands of a Mercer, not 
cher forty Yards from this Place. 
But. Oons! and ſo ſhe has, but very few know ſo 


much. 
nents Kite. IJ know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, 
Ox, Kite, knew it, and offer'd you hve Guineas to liſt, be- 
racks cauſe he knew yeur poor Mother would give the Hun- 
cred for your Diſcharge, 


? But. There's a Dog now-———3$'fleſh, DoRor, I'll 
the gire you t'other Half. crown, and tell me that this ſame 

Kite will be hang'd. 
or! Kite. He's in as much danger as any Man in the 
ence, County of Salep. 

But. There's your Fee— but you have forgot the Sur» 
Wor- geon-general all this while. | 
Kite, You put the Stars in a Paſfon. [| Looks on his 

Books. ] But now they are pacified gan Let me ſee, 

did you never cut off a Man's Leg: 
o you But. No. 
* Kite. RecolleR, pray. 
ips at But. J ſay, no, 
m or- Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange; but nothing 
s ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have I ſeen 
—The Second, or Third, ay, the Third Campaign that 
jou make in Flanders, the Leg of a great Officer will be 
ſhatter'd by a great Shot, you will be there accidentally, 
and with your Cleaver chop off the Limb at a Blow! In 
ſhort, the Operation will be performed with ſo much 
Dexterity, that with general Applauſe you will be made 
durgeon-general of the whole Army. 

But, Nay, for the matter of cutting of a Limb. I'l 
do't, I' do't with any Surgeon in Europe; but I have 
no Thoughts of making a Campaign. 

Kite. You have no Thoughts! what's matter for your 
Thoughts, the Stars have decreed it, and you mult go. 

But, The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the Jaſtices 


an preſs me. 
K 2 | Kite. 
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Kite. Nay, Friend, 'tis none of my Buſineſs, I have 
done ; only mind this, you'll know more an Hour and 
half hence, that's all, farewel. 

But. Hold, hold, Doctor. Surgeon-general ! What 
1s the Place worth, pray ? | 

Kite. Five hundred KO a-Year, beſides Guiness 
for Claps. 

But. Five hundred Pounds a Year !——An Hour and 
Halt-hence, you ſay. | 

Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quiet, don't be troubleſome, 
here's ſuch a Work to make a Booby Butcher accept of 
Five hundred Pounds a-Year—But if you muſt hear it= 
I'll tell you in ſhort, you'll be ſtanding in your Stall an 
Hour and an Half hence, and a Gentleman will come by 
with a Snuff. box in his Hand, and the Tip of his Hand. 
kerchief hanging out of his right Pocket; he'll aſk you 
the Price of a Loin of Veal, and at the fame Time ſtroak 
your great Dog upon the Head, and call him Chopper, 

But. Mercy on us ! Chopper 1s the Dog's Name. 

Kite. Look'e there What I ſay is true-—Things that 
are to come, muſt come to paſs—Get you home, ſell off 
your Stock, don't mind the Whining and the Snivelling 
of your Mother and your Sitter Women always 
hinder Preferment——make what Money you can, and 
follow that Gentleman, his Name begins with a P. 
mind that—There will be the Barber's Daughter. too, 
that you promis'd Marriage to—ſhe will be pulling and 
hauling you to pieces. 

But. What! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and he 
muſt needs go that the Dez il drives. (Going. The Tip 
of his Handkerchief out of his left Pocket. f 

Rite. No, no, his right Pocket; if it be the left, 'tis 
none of the Man. 

But. Well, well, I'll mind him. [Exit 

Plume, The right Pocket, you ſay. 

[ Behind with h Pocket-book. 

Kite, I hear the ruſtling ot Silks. [Knocking.] Fly, Sit, 
'tis Madam Melinda. 

Enter Melinda and Lucy, 

Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 


Mel. Don't trouble yourſelf, we ſha'n't ſtay, Dog 
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Kite, Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you 


imagine. 

Mel. For what ? 

Kite. For a Huſband For your part, Madam, 
you won't for a Huſband. Je Lucy. 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, or 
the Devil ? : 

Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of Men 
in ſearch, I conſult the S ars; when the Affairs of Wo- 
men come under my Hands, I adviſe wit: my t'other 
Friend, | 

Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my account ? 

Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the able, 

Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be 

ne, 

Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſul: him? 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir. that be- 
cauſe I am a Woman, I'm to be fuoF'd out of my Reaſon, 
Baie out of my Senſes? Come, ſhew nie this 

evil. 

Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent ; but when he has 
done, he ſhall „ait on you. 

Mel. What is he doing ? 

Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-book. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray what have you or he 
to do with my Name ? | 

Kite Look'e, fair Lady—the Devil is a very modeſt 
Perſon, he ſeeks Nobody, unleſs they ſeek him firſt 5 he's 
chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and can't Hir, unleſs he be let 
looſe—You come to me to have your Fortune told Do 
** think, Madam, that I can anſwer you of my own 

ead ? No, Madam, the Affairs of Women are fo irre- 
gular, that nothing leſs than the Devil can give any Ac- 
count of 'em. Now to convince you of your Incredulity, 
Il! ſhew you a Trial of my Skill—Here, you Cacademo 
4 Plumo ——— exert your Power, draw me this Lady's 
Name, the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and Cha- 
ratiers of her own Hand-writing—do it at three Moyyons 
—one—two—three—'tis done—Now, Madam, will you 
pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch it? 

Luc, I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

K 3 Mel. 
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Mel. My Name in my own Hand- writing ! that would 


be convincing indeed, | 
Kite. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts up the me 
Carpet.] Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the Bone, 
Sirrah, There's your Name upon that ſquare piece of 


of Paper, behold 
Mel. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a tittle, F 
Luc. "Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not to like an) 
your Hand neither ; and now I look nearer, tis not like 1 


your Hand at all. 

Kite, Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lie the De- WM I. 
vil! | 
Luc. Took'e, Madam, they ſha'n't impoſe upon us; 
People can't remember their Hands, no more than they 
can their Faces—Come, Madam, let us be ceitain, wiite 
your Name upon this Paper; then we'll compare em. 

[Takes out a Paper and fold; it. 4 

Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam—here's to-c 
Pen and Ink, Melinda writes, Lucy ho/ds the Paper, mor 


Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam: tis the ſame=—the very 
fame——Eut I'll ſecure one Copy for my own Affairs. even 
E [ 4/de, vel 
Mel. This is Demonftration. k 
Kite. Tis ſo, Madam The Word Demonſtration WM pre! 
eomes from Demon the Father of Lies. P 
Mel. Weil, Doctor, I am convinc'd ; and now, pray, bara 
what Account can you give of my future Fortune? K 
Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round this 
earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for Happinels 
er Miſery. B 
Mel. What ſo near the Criſis of my Fate! K 
Kite. Let me ſee—About the Hour of Ten to-morrow B 
Morning you will ſaluted by a Gentleman, who will K 


come to take his Leave of you, being deſigned for Travel; | 
his Intention of going abroad is ſudden, and the Occa- a C 
fion a Woman. Your Fortune and his are like the Bul- you | 
let and the Barrel, one runs plump into the other B 
In ſhort, if the Gentleman travels, he will die abroad; ſome 


and if he does, you will die before he comes home. to be 
Mel. What fort of a Man is he ? my 1 
Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lover ; A; 


that is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great _ 
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Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam becaeſe it is fo——A Wo- 
man's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a Fool. 

Mel. Jen o' Clock, you ſay ? 


Lite. Ten—about the Hour of Tea- drinking through 


out the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here, Doctor. [Gives Money,] Lucy, have you 
any queflions to aſk ? 

Luc. Oh, Madam ! a thouſand. 


Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another Time; for 


expect more Company this Minute ; beiides, | mutt 
diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 
Luc, O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ! 
Kite, Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs, 
[Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 
Enter Worthy ard Plume. 
Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to with me Joy 


to-day, I hope to be able to return the Compliment to- 


morrow. 

Mor. I'll make it the beſt Compliment to you that 
ever I made in my Liſe, if you do; but I muſt be a Tra- 
veller, you ſay? 

Kite, No farther than the Chops. of the Channel, F 
preſume, Sir. 

Plume. That we have concerted already, [ Knocking 
bard.] Hey day! you don't profeſs Midwifry, Doctor? 

Kite, Away to your Ambuſcade. 

[Exeunt Plume and Worthy, 
Enter Brazen, 

Brax. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear. 

Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already. 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear ? 

Kite, Yes, my Dear: but mine is a peaceable Spirit, 
and hates Gunpowder. Thus J fortify myſelf ; [ Draws 
a Circle round him ] and now, Captain, have a care how 
you force my Lines. 

Brax Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a Fiſhing-rod there, indeed; but I come 
to be acquainted with you, Man, — What's your Name, 
my Dear ? 

Kite, Conundrum, | 
K 4 Brax. 
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Brax. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous DoQor 
in London of your Name—Where were you born ? 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 

Brax. Algebra ! "Tis no Country in Chriftendom, I'm 
| ſure, unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands of 
Scotland. 

Kite, Right—I told you I was bewitch'd. 

Brax. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be married 
—] have had two Letters from a Lady cf Fortune that 
loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, and Va- 
pours—ſhall I marry her in four-and-twenty Hours, ay, 
or no? 

Kite. Certainly, 

Brax. I ſhall ! 

Kite. Certainly: Ay, or no. But I muſt have the 
| 3 and the Day of the Month whea theſe Letters were 

ated. 

Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 
Love-letters dated with the Year and Day of the Month! 
Do you think Billet-devx are like Bank-bills ? 

Kite. They are not ſo good, my Dear 
bear no Date, I muſt examine the Contents, 

Brax. Contents! That you ſhall, old Boy, here they 
be both, 

Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe. [Takes 
the Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult my 
Books for a Minute, I'll ſend this Letter inclos'd to you 
with the Determination of the Stars upon it to your 
Lodgings. 

Frax. With all my Heart—T muſt give him [ Pu's bis 
Hands in his Pocket.) Algebra ! I fancy, Doctor, tis hard 
to calculate the Place of your Nativity Here: [Gi 
him Money.] And if I ſucceed, III build a Watch-tower 
on the Top of the higheſt Mountain in Males for the 
Study of Aſtrology, and the Benefit of the E 

Exit, 


but if they 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 
Wor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let 
me ſee it; and now | have it, I'm afraid to open it. 
Plume. Pho! let me Tee it; [Opening the Letter.] [if 
ſhe be a Jilt—Damn her, ſhe is one — IJ here's her Name 
at the Bottom on't, 
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Nor. How! Then I'II travel in good earneſt 
By all my Hopes, *tis Lucy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucys! 

Wir. Certainly—'tis no more like Melinda's Character 
than black is to white. 

Plume. Then 'tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to draw 
in Brazen for a Huſband ——— But are you ſure tis not 


— — — _— 


| 


N 
: | 
| 
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Wor. You ſnall ſee; where's the bit of Paper I gave 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon? 

Kite. Here, Sir, 

Plume. is plain they're not the ſame; and is this the 
malicious Name that was ſubſcribed ta the Letter, which 
made Mr. Bullance ſend his Daughter into the Country? 

Mor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhew'd 
you juſt now. I once intended it for another Uſe, but 1 
think I have turn'd it now to a better Advant ge. 

Plume. But 'twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long, and 
to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious Hereſy 
1 that Angelic Creature could change: Poor 

via ! 

Wor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, ha, 
ha, ha !—-— Come, come, Friend, Melinda is true, 
ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and may be yours. 

Plume. No; ſhe's above my Hopes—But for her ſake 
PII recant my Opinion of her Sex. 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 
Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as your's and mint, 
Sailies of Wit, and Vatours of our Wine, | 
Others the Juſtice of the Sex condemn, 
And wanting Merit to create Efleem, 
Hound hide their own D-fe&4s by cens'ring them. 
But they ſecure in their all congu*ring Charms, 
Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms ; 
He magnifies their Congueſis who complains, 
For none would firuggie were they not in Chains, ¶Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth AC T. 
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I Vc. 
SCENE, Juſtice Ballance's Touſe. 


Enter Ballance and Scale, 


Scale, T Say, tis not to be borne, Mr. Ballaxce. 

Bal. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my, own part, E 
ſhall be very tender in what regards the: Officers of the 
Army ; they expoſe their Lives to ſo .many Dangers for 
us abroad, that. we may give them. ſome Gratas of Al. 
lowance at. home. 

Scale. Allowance ! This poor Girl's Father is my Te. 
nant ; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurs'd a Child 
for you—Shall they debauch our Daughters to our Faces: 

Bal. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for the 
Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French Dra- 

ns among us, that would leave. us neither Liberty, 
roperty, Waves, nor Daughters—Come, Mr, Scale, the 
Gentlemen are vigorous and warm, and may they con- 
tinue ſo; the ſame Heat that ſtirs them up to Love, ſpurs 
them on to Battle. You never knew a. great General in 
your Life; that did not love a Whore, This I only 
ſpeak in Reference to Captain Plume———for the other 
Spark I know nothing of. | | 

Scale. Nor can 1 hear of any body that does——Oh, 
here they come. | ; | 


Euter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſanert; Conſtable and 
| Mob. 


Conſt May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them in 
the very Act, re infedba, Sir——The Gentleman, indeed, 
behay'd himſelf like a Gentleman; for: he drew his 
Sword and {wore, and afterwards laid it down and ſaid 
nothing. en . | 

Bal” Give the Gentleman his Sword again — Wait 

ou without, ſExennt Con ſtable and Nach] I'm ſorry, 
Sir, [To Sylvia. ] to know a Gentleman upon ſuch Terms, 
that the Occifion of our meeting ſhould prevent the Sa- 
tisfaction of an Acquaintance, | 

Nl. Sir, you nced make no Apology for your Warrant, 

O. 
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no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour—My Innocence 
is upon an equal Footing with your Authority. 

Scale, Innocence! Have not you ſeduc'd that young: 

Maid ? 

Sy. No, Mr. Gooſecap. ſhe feduc'd me. 

But. So ſhe did, I'll ſ\wear——for ſhe propos'd Mar- 

nage firſt. ; 

Bal. What, then you are married, Child! [Je Roſe. 

Raſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 

Bal. Who was Witneſs ? 

Bul. That was I—l danc'd, threw the Stocking, and 

ſpoke Jokes by their Bedſide, I'm ſure. 

Bal. Who was the Miniſter ? 

Bil. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, and want no Mini- 

ſter They were married by the Articles of War. 

Bal. Hold thy prating, Fool Vour Appearance, Sir, 
romiſes ſome Underſtanding ; pray what does this Fel- 
ow mean ? 

§yl. He means Marriage, | think—but that you know 

is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People under the 
Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make it a Sacrament, 
others a Convenience, and others make it a Jeſt ; but 
among Soldiers 'tis moſt ſacred—Our Sword, you know, 
is our Honour, that ve lay down—The Hero jumps over 
it firſt, and the Amazon after——Leap Rogue, follow: 
Whore—The Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to bed; that's 
all; the Ceremony 1s conciſe. | 

Bul. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Paſtime 

and Prodigality — 

Bal ' What! Are you a Soldier? 

Bul. Ay, that I am—Will your Wares lend me your- 

Cane, and ['ll ſhew you how 1 can excicue. 


Bal. Take it. [Strikes him over the head.) Pray, Sir, 


what Commiſſion may you bear? [Ze Sylvia, 

§yl. I am call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee-men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom-porters in Lenden; tor 
I wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien trouf/ce, a Mar- 


tial Twilt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot in my Periwig, a 
Cane upon my Button, Piquet in my Head, and Dice in 


my Pocket, 
Scale. Your Name, pray Sir ? a 
Sl. Captain Pinch : I cock my Hat wich 2 Pinch ; I 


take 
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take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores with a Pinch; 
in ſhort, I can do any thing at a Pinch, but fight and fil 
my Belly. 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shri. 


Hire? 


Syl. A Pinch, Sir: I knew you Country Gentlemen 
want Wit, and you. know that we Town Gentlemen 
want Money, and ſfo——— 

Bal. I underſtand you, Sir—Here, Conſtable 

Enter Conſtable. 
Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther Orders. 

Reſe. Pray, your Worſhip don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no hurt ; he's the moſt harmleſs Man in the 
World, for all he talks fo, 

Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take care of you, 

Hl. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom and 
my Wife at once! Tis the firſt time they ever went to- 
gether.. 

Ba/, Heark'e, Conſtable. [Whiſpers him. 

Conft. It ſhall be done, Sir, Come along, Sir. 

[ Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock, and Sylvia 

Bal. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark pre- 
ſently. [ Excunt, 


SCENE, Melinda's: Apartment. 


Enter Melinda and Worthy.. 
Mel. So far the Prediction is right,—'tis ten exaAly, 


I[Aſide.] And pray, Sir, how long have you been in this 


travelling Humour ? 

Wor, * Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what dil- 
turbs our Quiet; 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more na- 
tural, may be the occaſion of it. 

Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in 
Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhould be ſo fond of it. 

Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not ſo fond of 
Variety. as to travel for't, nor do I think it Prudence in 
you to run Jong into a certain Expence and Danger, 
in hopes of precarious Pleafure, which at beſt never an- 


ſwers ExpeCtation ; as tis evident from the Example of 


moſt Travellers, that long more to return to their own 


Country, than they did to go abroad, 


Wer, 
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nch? Mer. What Pleaſures I may receive abroad are indeed 
id fill uncertain; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 
cy among the moſt” barbarous of Nations, than 1 


rip have found at home. 

Mel. Come Sir, you and I have been jangling a great 
emen while; I fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhould 
emen the ſooner come to an Agreement. 

Wer; Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
— my Debt — My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, Aſſi- 

duities, Anxieties, Jealouſtes, have run on for a whole 
re. Year without any Payment. | 
him, Mel. A Lear! Oh, Mr. Worthy /' What you owe to 
in the me is not to be paid under a ſeven Vears Servitude: 
How did you uſe me the Year before ? when taking the 
; Advantage of my. Innocence and Neceflity, you would 
| and have _—_ me your Miſtreſs, that is your Slave- Re- 
nt to- member the wicked Inſinuations, artful. Baits, deceitſul 
Arguments, cunning - Pretences ; - then your impudent 
Hin. Behaviour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar Letters, rude Vi- 
ſits ; remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. Worthy. . 
ylvia- Mor. I do remember, and am ſorry 1 made no better 


pre- uſe of 'em. [ Aſide.] But you may remember, Madam, 
Xeunt, that —— _ 
Mel. Sir, ll remember nothing Tis your Intereſt © 
that I ſhould forget: . You have been barbarous. to me, I 
have been cruel to you ; put that and that together, and - 
tadly. let one balance the other Now if you will begin upon 
n this anew Score, lay aſide your adventuring Airs, and be- 
have yourſelf handſomely till Lent be over; here's my 
it dil- Hand, I'll uſe you as a Gentleman ſhould be. 
Mor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhould : 


e na- be, may this be my Poiſon. [Kiſſing ber Hand. 
i Enter a Servant. | 

ms in Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 

it. Mel. I am going to Mr., Ballance's Country-houſe to 

and of ſee my Couſin S yvi; I have done her an Injury, and 

nce in can't be eaſy till I have aſk'd her Pardon. 

anger, Wor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting on 

er an- you. 

ple of Mel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſo gallant 

r own as to mount your own Horſes and follow us, we ſhall be 


glad 
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glad to be overtaken; and if you bring Captain P/yp 
with you, we ſhan't have the worſe 1 
Wer. I'll endeavour it. [Exit, leading Melinda, 


SCENE, The Market-place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 

Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butcher, Carþen- 
ters, and Journeyman Shoematers, in all Thirty-nine—I 
believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had not more 
Trades in their Company than I have in mine. 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full ; for 
we have two Sheep-ſtealers among us hear of a Felloy 
too committed juſt now for ſealing of Horſes. 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons —— 
Have we never a Poulterer among us?“ 

Kite. Ves, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very good 
one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a Turkey— 
Here's Captain Brazen, Sir; I muſt go look after the 
Men. [ Exit, 

Enter Brazen, reading a Letter, 

Brax. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour Um, um, 
very well My dear Plume! Give me- a Buſs, 

Plume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dear: What haſt 
got in thy Hand, Child? 

Brax. Tis a Projeet for laying out a thouſand Pound. 

Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get 
it in ? : 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want 
twenty thouſand Pounds; I have ſpent twenty times as 
much in the Service—Now, my Dear, pray adviſe me, 
my Head runs much upon Architecture, ſhall I build a 
Privateer or a Play-houſe? 

Plume An odd Queſtion—a Privateer or a Play-houſe! 
Twill require ſome Conſideration—Faith, I'm for a Pri- 
vateer. 

Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear—ſor in the 
firſt Place a Privateer may be ill buiit. 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But a Privateer may be ill-mann'd ? 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But. a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 

Plume. Not ſo olten as a Play- houſe. 
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Frax. But you know a Privateer may ſpring a Leak. 

Plume. And 1 know a Play-houſe may ſpring a great 
many. 

Braz. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come home with a 
rich Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares. 

Flame. Tis juit ſo in a Play-houſe=—So, by my Ad- 
vice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer. 

Brax. Agteed hut if this twenty thouſand Pounds 
ſhould not be in Specie— 

Plume. What twenty thouſand ? 

Brax. Heatrk'e. 

Plume. Married! 

Brax. Prelently, we're-to-meet about half a Mile out 
of Town at the Water-ſide—and fo forth—{ Reags.] Fer 
fear I ſbould be known, by any. of Worthy's Friends, you 
muſ! give me leave to wear my. Maſk, till after the Ceremony, 
which will make me forever yours —— —Look'e there, my 
dear Dog. Shes the botiom of the Letter ta Plume. 

Plume, Melinda ! And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once more, it you pleaſe, my Dear Her Hand exactly? 
Juſt now, you ſay? | | 

Brax. I his Minute T muſt be gone. 

Plume. Have a little Patience, and Il go with you. 

Brax. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, 
that may be inquiſitive ; *tis Worthy, do you know him? 

Plume. By fight only. 

Brax. Have a, care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets. 

| Exit, 


[ IW, hi/pers . 


Enter Worthy. 

Wor. To Boot and Saddle, Captain; you muſt mount, 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't mount. 

Wor. But I ſhall : Melinda and I are agreed; ſhe's 
gone to viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and follow; and 
could we carry a Parſon with us, who knows what might 
be done for. us both? | 

Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſecur'd 
a Varion already. | 

Wer. Already! Do you know more than I ? : 

Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand- Praxen and ſhe 
are to meet half a Mile hence at the Water-ſide, there to 
tace Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferried over to the E/yfan 
Fields, if there be any ſuch Thing in Matrimony, FE: 

or. 
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Wor. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe affor'd me 
ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Luc 
for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 

Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lacy in this—1 
tell ve, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as ſurely as this is mine, 

Mor. But: tell you ſhe's gone this Minute to Juliice 
Ballance's Country-houſe. 

Plume, But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the 
Water-ſide. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need not 
trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey to 
Juſtice Bailaxce's is put off, and ſhe's gone to take the 
Air another way. . [To Worthy, 

Wor. How! her Journey put off 

Plume. I hat is, her Journey was a put off to you. 

Wor, *Tis plain, plain—But how, where, when is ſhe 
to meet Brazen ? 

Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence, at the 
Water-ſide. | 

Wor. Up or down the Water? 

Plume. That I don't know. 

Wor. I'm glad my Horſes are ready ack, get em 
out. g 

Plume. Shall I go with you? 

Mor. Not an Inch—I ſhall return preſently, [ Exit. 

Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
fitting by this time, and I muſt attend them. 


S:CENE,., A Court ef Juftice : Ballance, Scale, ard 
Scruple ap the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


Kite and Contiable advance forward. 

Kite, Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen upon 
the Bench ? , | 

Conſt, He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on the 
right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice Scrapl, 
and | am Mr, Cenſtable; four very honeſt Gentlemen. 

Kite, O, dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Servant: 
{[Saluting the Conſtable.) I fancy, Sir, that your Employ- 
ment and mine are much the ſame ; for my Buſineſs is to 


keep People in order, and if they diſobey, ta knock em 


down; and then we are both Staff-officers, 
| | Conſt, 
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rd me Conſt, Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf—of the Militia 
d Luy come, Brother, you ſhall ſe- me exerciſe; ſuppoſe this 
a a Muſket: Now I am ſhoulder'd 
this—[ [ Puts his Staff on his right Shoulder, 
mine, Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Conſta- 
Junice I ble's Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it on the 
other Shoulder, my Dear. 
to the Conſt Adſo! that's true—Come, now give the Word 
of Command. , 
Kite. Silence. 
ed not Confl, Ay, ay, fo we will We ſhall be ſilent. 
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ney to Kite. Silence you Dog. Silence! | 
ke the [Strikes him over his Head with his Halberd. 
'orthy, Conft. That's the way to ſilence a Man with a witnetfs 4 
— What d'ye mean, Friend ? | | 
u Kite. Only to exerciſe you. Sir. j 
15 ſhe Conft. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, that | | 
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we ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captain had 
at the given me ſuch a — I had taken the Law of him. 
Enter Plume. 
Bal. Captain, you're welcome. 
Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 
et em Scrup. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume 
aſcends, and fits upen the Bench. ] Now produce your Pri- 
ſoners—Here, that Fellow there—ſct him up.——— Mr. 
Exit. ¶ Conffable, what have you to ſay againit this Man ? 
es are Conſt. | have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pleaſe you. 
Bal. No] what made you bring him hither ? 
Conſt. | don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 
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, and Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant direct 
. you what ſort of Men to take up ? : 

Conſt. I can't rell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 
upon Scru, A very pretty Conſtable truly | find we have 


no Buſineſs here. 
on the Kite. May ic pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I defire 
eruple, to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the 


en. Queen. 


vant: Bal. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, fince 10 
ploy- MW Body elſe will peak; we won't come here for nothing. 
is to Kite, This Man is but one Man, the Country may 


k em ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, he's cut 
out by Nature for a Grenadier; he's five Foot ten 6 nches 
4 igh; 


32＋—— ——ͤ'ũ——2— ——— 


— 2 
EK 
= * * 


. 


* * i — 
— —ͤ]]— ́—— ——3＋‚4—ͤẽ—2— — — h —— ́—ä—ꝶbt — p ̃ĩ7˖:ÄP 
— — — — — * = _ — — 1 
* 


2. Peta > _ — — 


76 The Recruiting Officer: 


high; he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the Cheſhire Round 
with any Man in the Country; he gets drunk every Sab— 
bath-day, and he beats his Wife. 

Wife. You he, Sirrah, you lie; an pleaſe your Wor. 
ſhip, he's the beſt natur'd, pains-taking'ſt Man in the 
Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Children. 

Scru. A Wife! and five Children ! You Conſtab'e, 
you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wife and five Children ? 

Scale, Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Bal. Hold, Gentlemen Heark'e, Friend, how do 
you maintain your Wife and five Children ? 

Plume. They live upon Wild-fowl and Veniſon, Sir; 
the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and 
Partridges within five Miles round. | 

Bal. A Gun! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, he 
ſhall have enough on't.——He may be of ule againſt the 
French, for he —— flying to be ſure. 

Scru. But his Wife and Children, Mr, Ballance “ 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you would ſend him 
away, you know I have a Child every Year, and you 
are afraid they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at laſt. 

Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman 
has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain five 
Children this Year, than fix or ſeven the next: That 
Fellow, upon this high Feeding, may get you two or 
three Beggars at a Birth. 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my Teem- 
1ng-time, if there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Bal. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction, 
and the Man | 

Kite, Il take care of him, if you pleaſe, 

Tales him down 
Scale. Here you Conſtable, the next Set up that 
black-fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look ; what 
can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? 

Canſ# Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man. 

Plume. Pray, -Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man 
in my Company, for the Novelty's ſake, 

Bal. What are you, Friend ? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole-pits, 
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*%ru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
aud the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are to 
impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a Liveli- 
hood, 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has no 
viible Means of a Livelihood, for he works under 
Ground. 

Plume. Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wants Miners. 

Bal. Right, and had we an Order of Government 
fort, we could raiſe you in this aud the neighbouring 
County of Szaffird, five hundred Colliers that would run 
you under-ground like Moles, and do more Service in a 
Siege than all the Miners in the Army. 

Seu. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for yourſelf? 

Mob. I'm married. | 

Kite, Lack-a-day, ſo am I. 

Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 

Bal. Are you married, good Woman ? | 

Mom. I'm married in Conſcience. | 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in 
Conſcience. * 

Sca e. Who married you, Miſtreſs ? | 1 

Mam. My Huſband—we agreed that I ſhould call him 
Huſband, to avoid paſſing for a Whore; and that he 
ſhould call me Wife, to ſhun going for a Soldier. 

Seru. A very pretty Couple! pray, Captain, will you 
take 'em both ? 

Plume, What ſay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care of 
the Woman ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-ſide, 
and there, if ſhe has a Mind to drown herſelf, we'll take 
care that Nobody ſhall. hinder her. 

Bal. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [Exit. 
Conſtable.] Now, Captain, I'll fit you with a Man, ſuch 
as you ne'er liſted in your Life, [ Enter Conſtable and 
dylvia.] O! my Friend Pixch, I'm very glad to ſee you. 

Sy/, Well, Sir, and what then? 

Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the Bench? 

00 Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your Beach 
veither, 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's. a very 
impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. a 
calt. 
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Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit ſor 1 
Soldier. 

Conſt. A Whore-maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to go. 

Bal. What think you, Captain? 

Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, and there. 
fore fit to ſerve. 

Syl. Me for a Soldier! ſend your own lazy, lubberly 
Sons at home; Fellows that hazard their Necks every 
Day in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad to 
look an Enemy in the Face. 

Conf. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, IT have a Woman 
at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 

Syl. Is it your Wife, or Daughter, Booby ? I raviſh'd 
'em both yelterday. 

Bal. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, we'll 
ſee him liſted immediately. 

Plume. | Reads:] Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 
Deſertion—&c. 

Sy. Hold, Sir—Once more, Gentlemen, have a care 
what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any Vio- 
lence you offer to me; and you, Mr. Ballance, | ſpeak 
to you particularly, you ſha I heartily repent it, | 

lume. Look*e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 
more, and I'lt build a Horſe for you as high as the Ciel- 
ing, and make you ride the moſt tireſome Journey that 
ever you made in your Life. 

Sy/. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain 
Huffeap ; but you had better be quiet, I ſhall find a Way 
to cool your Courage. {LSE þ | . 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's diſ- 
tracted. 

9 /. Tis falſe——T am deſcended of as good a Family 
as any in your County; my Father is as good a Man as 
any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to twelve Hundred 
Pounds a-Vear. 


Bal. He's certainly mad—Pray, Captain, read the Ar- 
ticles of War. 

Sy/. Hold once more—Pray, Mr. Ballance, to you | 
ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, would you uſe me 
at this rate? 

Bal. No, 'faith, were you mine, I would ſend you to 
Bed lan, firſt, and into the Army afterwards, 
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Sy. But conſider my Father Sir, he's as good, as ge- 


nerous, as brave, as juſt a Man a- ever ſerv'd his Coun- 
try; I'm his only Child, perhaps the Loſs of me may 
break his Heart. 

Bal. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, if 
you don't liſt him his Minute, I'l] leave the Court. 

Plume. Kite, do you diliribute the Levy-money to the 
Men while | read. | 

Kite. Ay, Sir Silence, Gentlemen. 

[Plume reads the Articles of War. 

Bal. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the Fa- 
your of you, not to diſcharge cnis Fellow upon any ac- 
count whatſoever. Bring in the reſt 

Con. There are no more, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, 

Bal. No more! there were five two Hours ago. 


91. Tis true. Sir, but this Rogue of a Coaſtable let 


the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, be- 
cauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, ſo the odd 
Shilling was clear Gains, 

All Fuft. How |! 

H. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but I had not ſo much about me; this is Truth, 
and I'm ready to ſwear it. 

Kite. And ['ll ſwear it; give me the Book, tis for the 
good of the Setvice, 

Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him half a 
Crown to ſay that ] was an honeſt Man; but now, ſince 
that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, I hope I 
ſhall have my Money again. 

Ba/. Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put into 
the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring four 
good Men for his Ranſom by To-morrow Night, — Cap- 
tain, you ſhail carry him to Flanders. 

Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed! 

Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 

Kite. Ay, ay, — dir, [To the Conſtable.] will you pleaſe 
to have your Office taken from you? Or will you. hand- 
ſomely lay down your Staff, as your Betters have done 
before you ? [Conſtable drops his Staff. 

Bal. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony in adjourning this Court Captain, you ſhall 
Une with me, 
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Kite, Come, Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall Glence you 


now, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 
[ Exeunt onne, 


SCENE, The Fields. 


| Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy maſt' d. 
Braz. The Boat is juſt below here. 


Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piftols under his Arm. 

Wor, Here, Sit, take your Choice, 

| [ Going between em, and offering thin, 
Brax. What! Piſtols! are they charg'd, my Dear? 

Wer. With a Brace of Bullets each, | 

Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 
uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my Way—and I won't be put 
out of my Road to pleaſe any Man, 

Mor. Nor I neither; ſo have at you, [ Cocks one Piſs, 
Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols — 
Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; dam 
it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets, 

Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly-full of theſe, the 
Swords ſhall come in for ſecond Courſe, | 
Brax Why then, Fire and Fury! I have eaten Smoak 
from the Month of a Cannon, Sir; don't think I fear 
Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee : [Takes one. 
And now, Sir, how many-Paces diſtant ſhall we fire ? 

Wor. Fire you when you pleaſe, I'll! reſerve my Shot 
till I am ſure of you. 

Braz. Come, where's your Cloak ? 

Wor. Cloak! what d'ye mean ? 

Brax. To fight upon; I always fight upon a Cloak, 
tis our way abroad. | 

Luc. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Strife, [Unmaſes, 

Wor. Lucy! take her, | 

Brax. The Devil take me if I do—Huzza! [Fires bit 
Piſtol.) D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy Harradan, how 
thoſe Bullets whiſtle; ſuppoſe they had been lodg'd in 
my Gizzard now] 

Luc. Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Brax. I can't tell, Child, 'till I know whether my 
Money be ſafe. [Searching his Poctet] Yes, yes, I do 
pardon you, but if I had you in % Tavern, Covent- 


Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, and _ or 
f our 
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four ſmart Napkins, I would tell you another Story, my 
Dear. [ Exit, 

Nor. And was Melinda privy to this? 

luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece of 
Paper at the Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which 1 put in 
py Pocket, and fo writ above it to the Captain. 

Weir. And how came Melinda's Journey put off ? 

Luc. At the Town's-end ſhe met Mr. Ballance's 
Steward, who told her, that Mrs. Sy/via was gone from 
ter Father's, and Nobody could tel! whither, 

Mor. Sylvia gone from her Father's! This will be 
News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how near 
| was being ſhot for her. [ Exeunt. 


Titer Ballance evith a Naphin in his Hand, as riſen from 
Dinner, and Steward. 


Sew, We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; and 
then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was my 
young Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there; but the 
Suit that your Soa left in the Preſs, when he went to 
london, was gone. 

Bal. The White ttimm'd with Silver ? 

§teav. The ſame. . 

Bal, You ha'n't told that Circumſtance to any body. 

Sew, To none but your Worſhip. 

Bal. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining- 
% and tell Captain Plume that 1 beg to ſpeak with 
im. | 

dew, I ſhall | [ Exit, 

Bal. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her Pro- 
miſe, indeed, that ſhe would never diſpoſe of herſelf 
vithout my Conſent. - I have conſented with a Witneſs, 
fiven her away as my Act and Deed — And this, I war- 
rant, the Captain thinks will paſs ; no, I ſhall never 
pardon him the Villainy, firſt of robbing me of my 
Daughter, and then the mean Opinion he mult have of 
ne, to think that I could be ſo wretchedly impos'd upon; 
ler extravagant Paſſion might encourage her in the At- 
tempt, but the Contrivance muſt be his — I'll know the 
Truth preſently, | 


Enter 
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Enter P'ume. Fer 

Pray, Captain what have you done with your young ing fe 

Gentleman Soldier ? Pl: 
Plume. He's at my Quarters I ſuppoſe, with the ref Ba, 

'of my Men, : | in't. 
Bal. Does he keep Company with the common Scl. 

diers? yl 
Plume. No, he's generally with me ? than t 
Bal. He lies with you, I preſume. | Crew 


Plume. No, *faith, | offer'd him a part of my Bed— to na 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with Ro/e, and ha good 


Jain with her, I think, ſince ſhe came to Town. Plu 
Bal. So that between you both, Re has been finely IM our ] 
manag'd. 8 | Liber 
Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm frond &.. 
me. Ba. 
Bal. All's ſafe, I find —- Now, Captain, you mut your! 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court wail 9y/. 


well grounded; he ſaid I ſhould heartily repent his being [XKnee/ 
Iiſted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay! for what Reaſon ? your | 

Bal. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he wi, the C. 
born of as good a Family as any in this Country, and be be a \ 
is Heir to twelve hundred Pounds a-Yezr, ſhe te! 
Plume. I'm very glad to hear it ——PFor I want but be mo 
Man of that Quality to make my Company a perfect Re- ably | 
preſentative of the whole Commons of England. elſe, | 


Bal. Won't you diſcharge him ? Plu 
Plume, Not under a hundred Pounds Sterling. Syl. 
Bal. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate vir ?- 
Friend, | | | Plu 
Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. Bal 
Bal. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. Plu 
Plume. Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation ti loſt n 
you much above an hundred Pounds, for thi 
Ba/. Yerhaps, Sir, you ſha*n't repent your GeneroſityM Sir, m 
Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket Learer 
book ? [Gives bis Book.] In the mean time, we'll ſen But tc 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there ? to you 
Enter à Servant. | your B 

Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. Wi v 
Vo! 


Jul, tell him his Captain wants him here 3 
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Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquir- 
ing for the Captain. 

Plume, Bid him come up—Here's the Diſcharge, Sir. 

Bal. Sir, I thank you—— Tis plain he had no hand 
in't. [Alide. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Hl. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me better 
than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken 
Crew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have been fo civil as 
to have invited me to Dinner, for 1 have eaten with as 
good a Man as your Worſhip, 

Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpe& upon 
our Ignorance of your Quality — but now you are at 
Liberty—TI have diſcharg'd you. 

Sy/, Diſcharg'd me! 

hal. Yes, Sir, and you muſt once more go home ts 


mull your Father. 
rt was Sy. My Father: Then I am diſcover 'd——— Oh, Sir, 
being (Kneeling. ] I expect no Pardon. 


Bal. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall be 
your Puniſhment; here, Captain, I deliver her over to 


Was, the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſeinent : Since ſhe will 
nd bel be a Wife, be you a Huſband, a very Huſband —when 

ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid her with her Folly ; 
but de modiſhly ungrateful, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhion- 
& Re- ably kind, and uſe her worſe than you would any Body 


elſe, becauſe you can't uſe her ſo well as ſhe deſerves. 

Plume, And are you Sylvia in good earneſt ? 
| S./. Earneſt! I have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, 

ir?— 

Plume, And do you give her to me in good earneſt? 

Bal. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have ſav'd my Legs and Arms, and 
loſt my Liberty; ſecure from Wounds, I am prepar'd 
for the Gout ; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome Taxes 
vir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a General, are much 
dearer to me than your twelve hundred Pounds a-Year— 
But to your Love, Madam, I reſign my Freedom, and 
to your Beauty my Ambition——greater in obeying at 
your Feet, than commanding at the Head of an Army. 


Vor., II. L Enter 
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Enter Worthy. 
Wor. I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Ballance, that your 
Davghter is loſt. 
Bal. So am not I, Sir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman has 


found her. 
Enter Melinda. 

Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my-Coulin 
Sylvia? 

Bal. Your Couſin Sy/via 1s talking yonder with your 
Couſin Plume 

Mel. and Wor, How ! | 

Sy. Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Woman 
ſhould change; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that 
has proceeded from Conſtancy ; I alter'd my outſide, be- 
cauſe I was the ſame within; and only laid by the Wo- 
man to make ſure of my Man ; that's my Hiſtory. 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantic, Couſin ; but 
fince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you will have 
the World o' your Side, and 1 ſhall be willing to go 
with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury 1 offer'd 
you in the Letter to your Father. 

Plume, That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and 
the Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my Friend; 
make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be ſatisfied. 

Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way-— 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, tis probable | 
ſha'n't hold out much longer. 

Enter Brazen. 

Braz. Gentlemen, I am yours 
yours, 

Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. 

Brax. So am Lou have got a pretty Houſe here, 
Mr. Laconic. 

Bal. *Tis time to right all Miſtakes, —-My Name, Sir, 
is Ballance. »h 

Brax. Ballance ! Sir, J am your moſt obedient. —l 
know your whole Generation———had not you an Uncle 
that _— Governor of the Leeward Iſlands ſome Years 
ago i 
© Bal. Did you know him ? 

Brax. Intimately, Sir———He play'd at Bi/liards to a 
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4 Fireſhip——poor Dic&—he had the moſt engaging way 
with him—of making Punch. —And then his Cabbin was 
{ neat—but his poor Boy, Jack, was the molt comical 
Baſtard—Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! a pickled Dog, I ſhall 
never fo: get him. 

Plume. Well, Captain, are you fix'd in your ProjeQ 
jet? Are you ill for the Privateer? 

Brax. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt now ; 
had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer under falſe 
Colours, and a French Pickaroon for ought I Know. 

Plume. But have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 

Brax. Not a Stick, my Dear. 

Plume. Probably, 1 ſhall furniſh you, 

Eutir Roſe and Bullock, 

Ro/e. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 
2nd have perſuaded my Sweetheart, Cartaubeei, to go 
with us; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me again 

Sy/. 1 find, Mrs. Ro/e has not been pleas'd with her 
Fedfellow. 

Roje. Bedfellow ! I don't know whether I had a Bed- 
fellow or not. 

Roſe. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as little 
pleas'd with your Company, as you could be with mine. 

Bul. Pray, Sir, donna be oftended at my Siſter, ſhe's 
ſomething under bred, but if you pleaſe, Pl lie with 
you in her ſtead. 

Plume. I have promis'd, Madam, to provide for this 
Girl; now will you be pleaſed to let her wait upon you? 
or ſhall I take care of her ? 

H. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it 
Buneſs enough to take care of me. 

Bu!. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns! if ever you 
lift your tiand againſt me, I'll deſert. | 

Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o'that: My 
Dear, inftead of the twenty thouſand Pounds you talk'd 
of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits that I have 
raig'd at the rate they colt me.—— My Commiſſion I lay 
down, to be taken up by ſome braver Fellow, that has 
more Merit, and leſs good Fortune—whilſt I endeavour, 
by the Example of this worthy Gentleman, to ferve my 
Queen and Country at home. 


L 2 ith 
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With fome Regret I quit the active Field, 

Where Ghry full Reward for Life does yield; 

But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 

Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſ; Pain, 68K 
IJ gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to ay, | 

Aud raiſe Recruits the matrimonial way, [Exeunt; 
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LL Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to ſee 

the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let them 
repair To-morrow Night, by fix o'Clock, to the Sign of 
the T heatre- Royal, in | ani Hay and they ſhall be kind- 


ly entertain'd. 


We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
Whole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum, 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 
And beats up for à Corps of Volunteers : 
He finds that Muſic chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes Muſic to invite ye. 


Beat the Grenadier March — Row, row, row. 
Gentlemen, this Piece of Muſic, call'd, An Ove ture to 
« Battle, was compos'd by a famous Italian Maſter, and 
was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, at the greac 
Operas of Vigo, Schellenbergh and Blenheim; it came off 
with the Applauſe of all Zurope, 3 France; the 
French found it a little too rough for their Delicateſe, 


Seme that have acted on thoſe glorious Stages, 


Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Mufic like the Grenadier's engages. 


Ladies, we muſt own that this Muſic of ours 1s not al- 
together ſo ſoft as Bononcini's; yet we dare affirm, that it 
has laid more People aſleep than all the Camil/as in the 

Is World ; and you'll condeſcend to own, that it keeps one 
wake, beter than any Opera that ever was ated. _ 


L 3 The 
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The Grenadier March ſeems to be a Compoſure ey. 
cellently adapted to the Genius of the Fagliſb. for no My. 
fic was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor with ſo much Ala. 
crity ; and with all Deference to the preſent Subſcription, 
We muſt ſay, that the Grenadier March has been ſub. 
ſcrib'd for by the whole Grand Alliance: And we pre- 
ſume to inform the Ladies, that it always has the * 
eminence abroad, and 1s conſtantly heard by the talleſt, 
handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. In ſhort, to gra- 
tify the preſent Tafte, our Author is now adapting ſome 
Words to the Grenadier March, which he intends to 
have perform'd to morrow, if the Lady, who is co ſing 
it, ſhould not happen to be ſick. 


This he concludes to be the ſureſt way 
To draw you hither ; fer you'll all obey 
Soft Muſic's Call, tho ou ſhould damn his Play. 
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Advertiſement. 


7 Reader may find ſome Faults in 

this PLAY, which my Illneſs prevent- Wh 
ed the amending of; but there is great W . 
Amends made in the Repreſentation, which Wh 
cannot be match'd, no more than the friendly The 
and indefatigable Care of Mr. Wills, to whom 7 
1 chiefly owe the Succeſs of the Play. Th, 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


JPY HE N Strife diflurbs, or Sloth corrrupt an Age, 
Keen Satire is the Buſineſs of the Stage. 

When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſb d thiſe Crimes 

Which then infeſted moſ}—— the modiſh Times : 

But now when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fled, 

And all cur Youth in ative Fields are bred ; | 

When thro GREAT BRITAIN' fair * Round, 

The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION und; 

When ANN A's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Precepts Force; 

There ſcarce is roem for Satire; all our Lays 

Muft be, er Songs of Triumph, er of Pra'/e. 

But as in Ground'. beſt cultivated, T ares 

And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 

Our Product fo, fit fer the Field or School, 

Muft mix with Nature's Favourite Plant 

A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 

Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates 1 Man. 

Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field; 

And culls ſuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; 

And, thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 

For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 

Follies to-night wwe ſhew ne er laſh'd before, 

Yet ſuch as Nature fhews you ev'ry Hour ; 

Nor can the Pictures give a juft Offence, 


Far Fools. are made fer Teſts to Men of Sen/te 
Is DR 4A- 


a Fool. 
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AST X 
SCENE, An Inn. 


Enter Boniface running. 


Bon, pg Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter 
of 2 Cherry ; all aſleep? all dead ? : 
vN C 7 Enter Cherry running. 
N. 2 of Cher Here, here. Why d'ye bawl ſo, 
Father ? D'ye think we have no Ears ? 
Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx :— 
The Company of the Warrington Coach has flood in the 
Hall this Hour, and Nobody to ſhew them to their 
Chambers, 
Cher. And let 'em wait, Father; there's neither Red- 
coat in the Coach, nor Foutman behind it. 
Bon, Eut they threaten to go to another Inn to-night. 
Cher. That they dere not, for fear the Coachman 
ſhould overturn them to-morrow, —— Coming, coming: 
Here's the London Coach arriv'd, 


Enter 
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Enter ſeueral Peiple with Trunks, Band- boxes, with other 
Luggage, and croſs the Stage. 


Don. Welcome, Ladies. 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen — Chamberlain, ſhew 
the Lion and the Ro/e. [Exit avith the Company, 


Fnter Aimwell in a Riding Habit, Archer as Footman 
carrying @ Portmanteau. 


Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen, 

Aim. Set down the Things; go to the Stable, and fee 
my Horſes well rubb'd. 

Arch. I ſhall, Sir. [ Exit, 

Aim, You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Vill. Boniface,. pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your Servant. 

| Bon, O! Sir—What will your Honour pleaſe to drink, 
as the Saying is? | 

Aim. | have heard your Town. of Litchſeld much fam'd 
for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 

Bon. Sr, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the beſt 
Ale in Staffordſhire ;, tis ſmooth. as oil, ſweet as Milk, 
clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy, and will be juſt 
—— Vears old the fifth Day of next March, Old 

ye, 
= You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 

le. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as J am in the Age of my Chil- 
dren : I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale — Here, Tapſter, broach 
Number 1700, as the Saying 1s ; —Sir, you ſhall taſte 
my Anno Domini have liv'd in Lizchfield, Man and 
Boy, above eight and fifty Vears, and, I believe, have 
not conſum' d eight and fifty Ounces of Meat, 

Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senſe by your Bulk, | 

Bon. Not in my Life, Sir: T have fed purely upon 
Ale; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and 1 always 
ffeep upon Ale. 
|  Bnter Tapſter qvith a Bottle and Gli. 

Now, Sir, you ſhall fee [ Filling it out.) Your . 
. CA: 
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Health: Ha! delicious, delicious fancy it Burgundy, 
only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten Shillings a Quart. 

Aim. [ Drinks.] Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Bon. Strong | It muſt be fo, or how would we be ſtrong 
that drink it ? 

Aim. And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, Land- 
lord t 

Fon, Eight and fifty Years, upon my Credit, Sir ; bat 
it kill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs ? 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
Ale take its natural. Courſe, Sir ; ſhe was for qualifying 
it every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; 
and an honeſt Gentleman that came this way from [re- 
land, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſque- 
baugh———the poor Woman was never well after : But, 
howe'er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, you know, 

Aim, Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her ? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo——She, good Lady, 
did what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three Tympa- 
nies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, and 
I'm contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim, Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Bon, Odds my Life, Sir, we'll drink her Health. 
[Drinks.] my Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of Wo- 
men: Her laſt Huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful leſt her 
worth a thouſand Pounds a-Year; and, I believe, ſhe lays 
out one half on't in charitable Uſes for the good of her 
Neighbours ; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, and 
broken Shins in Men; Green-ſickneſs, Obſtructions, 
and Fits of the Mother in Women: The King's 
Evil, Chin-cough, and Chilblains in Children: In ſhort, 
ſhe has cured more People in and about Litchſield within 
ten Vears, than the Doctors have kill'd in twenty, and 
that's a bold Word. 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 
Generation ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For- 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, Squire 
Sullen, who married a fine Lady from London t'other- 
Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

3 Ain. 
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Aim. What ſort of a Man is he ? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, *faith : But he's a 
Man of great Eſtate, and values Nobody. 

Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays at 
Whiſk, and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours tge. 
ther ſometimes. 

Aim, A fine Sportſman, truly! And married, you ſay? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir—But he's a— 
He wants it here, Sir. [Pointing to his Forehead, 

Aim. He has it there, you mean, 

Bon. That's none of my Buſineſs ; he's my Landlord, 
and ſo a Man, you know, would not——But I-cod, he's 
no better than—Sir, my humble Service to you. [ Drink:.] 
Tho' I value not a Farthing what he can do to me; | 
pay him his Rent at Quarter-day ; I have a good Run- 
ing-trade ; I have but one Daughter, and 1 can give 
her—But no matter for that. | 

Aim, You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray, what 
other Company have.you in Town ? 

Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the 
French Officers. 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe 
Gentlemen. Pray, how do you like their Company ? 

Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I could wiſh we 
had as many more of 'em ; they're full of Money, and 
pay double for every thing they have ; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good round Taxes for the taking of em, 
and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little: One oi 
'em lodges in my Houſe, 8 
| Enter Archer, 

Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen be- 
low, that aſk for you. | 

Bon, I'll wait on 'em Does your Maſter ſtay long in 
Town, as the Saying is. 

. Arch, I can't tell, as the Saying is. 

Bon. Come from London ? 

2 oo 1 * 

on, Going to London, ma ! 
Arch. No - 4 


[To Archer. 


croue 
ſolita 
Ai 
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Bon, An odd Fellew this: I beg your Worſhip's Par- 


welcome to Litchfield, 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim, Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting ; you need not: 
change your Stile with your Dreſs, 

Arch. Don't miltake me, Aimwe/l, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any Crime 
ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 


that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the Side-box 
to ſup with him t'other Night? 

Arch. Jack Handicraft, a handſome, well. dreſs'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Company 
in Town. 

Aim. Right; and pray who married my Lady Man- 


Site aug bier t'other Day, the great Fortune ? 
* Arch. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick- pocket, 
and a good Bowler; but he makes a handſome Figure; 
. 132 in his Coach that he formerly uſed to ride be- 
ind. 
Aim. But did you obſerve” poor Jact Generous in the 
__ Park laſt Week ? e 
lag Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Periwig, ſhading his 
and MW melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but its 
dir Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and with the 
oh other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho' the Mall was 
» of W crouded with Company, yet was poor Fack as ſingle and 


ſolitary as a Lion in a Deſart. 
Aim, And as much avoided, for no Crime upon Earth 
bay but the want of Money. 

Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide 
enough, let 'em buſtle :: Fortune has taken the Weak 
under her Protection, but Men of Senſe are left to their 
Induſtry. 

Aim, Upon which Topic we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hiherto. Would not any Man ſwear now that 1 
am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if our 
0, UW tnnfic Value were known _ 

reh. 


don, II! wait on you in half a Minute. [ Exits. 
Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I ſee—Now, my dear Archer, 


Aim. The World confeſſes it every Day in its Practice, 
though Men won't own it for their Opinion : Who did: 


e ee ad 
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Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſic Value, 
who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of ourſelves, whoſe 
Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, or Revolu- 
tions in Government: We have Heads to get Money, 
and Hearts to ſpend it. | 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as willing 
Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but I can have ng 

reat Opinion of our Heads from the Service they have 
— us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought us from 
London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, and you my 
Servant. 

Arch. That's more than you could expect already, 
But what Money have we left ? 

Aim, Bat two hundred Pound. 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, Sc. why, we 
have very good Fortunes now for moderate People; and 
let me tell you, that this two hundred Pounds, with the 
Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a better 
Eftate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent—Our Friend; 
indeed, began to ſuſpe& that our Pockets were low, but 
we came off with flying Colours, ſhew'd no ſigns of 
Want either in Word or Deed. - 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good pre 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I war- 
rant you, our Friends imagine, that we are gone a Vo- 
lunteering. 

Arch. Why, faith if this Project fails, it muſt een 
come to that, I am for ventaring one of the Hundreds, if 
you will, upon this Knight ur! but in caſe it 
mould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 
Counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a Blaze, 

Aim. With all my Heart, and we have liv'd jullly, 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for fo muth Money; 
we have had our Penny-worths; and had I Millions, [ 
would go to the ſame Market again, O London, London! 
well, we have had our Share, and let us be thankful; 
Paſt Pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 
fure of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 

Aim, It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
ſome inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fans 

| | th 


/ 
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thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all the reſt—You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 
Palates, and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the 
other Four : Others are only Epicures in Appearances, 
ſuch who ſhall ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a 
Days, and famiſh their own, to feed the Eyes of others : 
A contrary ſort confine their Pleaſures to the dark, and 
contract their ſpacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muife 
Kring, 

Ach. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume em, and, I think, your kind Keepers 
have much the beſt on't; for they indulge the moſt 
Senſes by one Expence, there's the Seeing, Hearing, and 
Feeling, amply gratified ; and ſome Philoſophers will 
tell you, that from ſuch a Commerce, there ariſes a 
ſixth Senſe, that gives infinitely more Pleaſure than the 
other five put together, | 

Aim. And to paſs to the other Extremity, of all Keep« 
ers, | think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 

Arch, 'T hoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being: 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 
Bleſſings of Providence: Give me a Man that keeps his 
Five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has 'em 
always drawn out in their juſt Order and Strength, with 
his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of em, that de- 
taches 'em by turns upon whatever. Party of Pleaſure 
agreeably offers, and commands em to retreat upon the 
leaſt Appearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger: For 
my part, I can ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my 
Company, and my Reaſon, holds good; I can be charm'd 
with Sappho's Singing, without falling in Love with her 
Face: 1 love Hunting, but would not, like Adæen, be 
eaten up by my own Dogs; I love a fine Houle, but let 
another Keep it; and juſt io I love a fine Woman. 

Aim, In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 
Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
ful: Wl afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counterfeit the 
Paſſion without feeling it. 

Aim. Tho' the whining part be out of Doors in Town, 
'tis ſtill in force with the Country Ladies: — And let me 
tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out.o the 
Knave at any time, 

Arch 
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Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you command 
for the Day, and ſo I ſubmit: At Nottingham, you 
know, I am to be Maſter. 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 

Arch. Then, at Norwith I mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mar. 

Aim. A Match! [Enter Boni face.] Mum. 

Bon, What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have for Sup- 

er? 
: Aim. What have you got ? 

Bon, Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the Pot, 
and a Pig at the Fire. 

Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt conſeſs— I can't 
eat Beef, Landlord, 

Arch. And | hate Pig. 

Aim, Hold your prating, Sirrah ! Do you know who 
you are ? ; [ 4jiae, 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe, 


fir, Have you any Veal ? 
Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal on 
Wedneſday laſt. 


Aim, Have you got any Fiſh, or Wild-fowl ? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland Town, 
and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for Wild-fowl !\—-—We have a delicate 
Couple of Rabbets, 

Aim, Get me the Rabbets fricaſſced. 

Bon. Fricaſſeed! Lard, Sir, they eat much better 
ſmother'd with Onions. \ 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions, 

Aim. Again, Sirrah!— Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 

our Houſe 1s ſo full of Strangers, that I believe it may 
be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; for when this Fel- 
low of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing — Here, 
Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 


Arch. Yes, Sir,—this will give us Reputation, 
| [ Afide, Brings the Box. 
Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down both 


for your Security and mine ; it holds ſomewhat go 
wo 
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Two hundred Pounds; if you doubt it, I'll count it to 
— after Supper: But be ſure you lay it where I may 
ave it at a Minute's warning; for my Affairs are a little 
dubious at pr ſent; perhaps J may be gone in half an 
Hour, perhaps 1 may be your Gueſt till the beſſ part of 
that be ſpent; and pray order your Oltler to keep my 
Horſes ready ſaddled: But one thing above the relt I 
muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow have none of 
your Anno Domini, as you call it; for he's ihe moſt 
94 a Sot—— Here, Sirrah, light me to my Cham- 
er. 

Arch. Ves, Sir! [Exit, lighted by Archer. 

Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry, 

Enter Cherry. 

Cher. D'ye call, Father ? 

Bon, Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman, tis fall of Money, 

Cher. Money ! all that Money ! why ſure, Father, the 
Hentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man, Who 
is he? | 


Box. I don't know what to make of him; he talks of 


keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhaps 
at a Minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till the beſt 
part of this be ſpent. 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man. 

Bon. A Highway-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you have 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty. 
Now, could we find him out, the Money were ours. 

- Cher, He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horſes have they ? 

Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. | - 

Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upon the black 
Mare ; and fince he don't _ to our Fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience; I don't think it 
lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; 
Proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves 
Drink, Il ply him that way, and ten to one he loves 
a Wench ; you muſt work him t'other way. | 
© Cher. Father, would you have me give my .Secret for 
1s ? | 

Pon, Conſider, Child, there's Two hundred Pounds 

| o 


i 
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to boot | Ringing without.) Coming, coming. — Child, 
mind your Buſineſs. 

Cher. What a Rogue is my Father ! my Father! I deny 
It, My Mother was a good, generous, free-hearted 
Woman, and I can't tell how far her Good-nature might 
have extended for the good of her Children. This Land- 
lord of mine, for I think I can call him no more, would 
betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daughter into the 
Bargain, —by a Footman too 

Enter Archer, 

Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subject of your Contemplation ? 

Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he*ll be but little the 
better for't. | 

Arch, J hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of 
me. | | 

Cher. Suppoſe I had ? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
Minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner I 
ſhould make Love to you. 

Ch:r, Love to me, Friend! 

Arch. Yes, Child. 

Cher. Child ! Manners; if you kept a little more dif. 
tance, Friend, it would become you much better, 

| Arch. Diſtance ! good Night, Saucebox, [ Going, 

Cher. A pretty Fellow; I like his Pride. —Sir, pray, 
Sir, vou ſee, Sir, [Archer returns] J have the Credit to 
be intruſted with your Malter's Fortune here, which ſets 
me a degree above his Footman ; 1 hope, Sir, you a'n't 
effronted. - | 

Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll tell 
you whether you can affront me or no.—'Sdeath, Child, 
you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't know 
what to do with 'em. | 

Cher, Why, Sir, don't I ſee every Body ? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they would 
kill every Body. Prithee, inſtruct me, I would fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 

Cher, Why, did you never make Love to any Body 
before ? 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 


you, Madam, my Addreſſes have been always confin'd to 
People 


Peop 
befor 
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People within my own Sphere, I never aſpir'd ſo high 
before. [Archer fangss 


But you look fo bright, 

And are dreſi'd ſo tight, 

That a Man auen d ſwear you're Rig he, 
Arn was e er laid over. 


Such an Air 
You freely wear 
To enſuare, 


As makes each Gueſt a Lover: 


Since then, my Dear, Im your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the Beſt 
Of what is ready Dreſt : 

Since then, my Dear, &C. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? [4fde.] Will 
you give me that Song, Sir? 1408 

Arch. Ay, my Dear, take it while it is warm. [ K:/es 
ber.] Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey-combs. 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a Swarm of Bees too, 
t have ſtung you for your Impudence. 

Arch. There's a Swarm of Capid:, my little Venus, that 
has done the Buſineſs much better. 

Cher. This Fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [de.] 
What's your Name, Sir? 

Arch. Name! I gad I have forgot it. [de.] Oh? 
Martin. 

Cher. Where were you born ? 

Arch. In St, Martin's Pariſh. 

Cher, What was your Father? 

Arch. Of=of— St. Martin's Pariſh, 

Cher. Then, Friend, good-night. 4 

Arch, I hope not. 0 

Cher. You may depend upon't. 

Arch, Upon what ? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 

Arch, That you're very handſome, 

Cher, That you're a Footman, 

Arch. That you're an Angel, 

Cher. I ſhall be rude, 

Arch, So ſhall I, 

Cher, 
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Cher, Let go my _ 
h. Give me a Kits. | 
* [Kiſſes her. Boniface ca/ls avithout Cherry, Cherry. 
Cher. Im My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, how 
durſt you flop my Breath ſo ?——Offer to follow me one 
„if you dare. | 4 4.2 No 
_— A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a 
pretty fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are &right- 
errants, and ſo Fortune be our Guide, [ Exit, 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
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. 
SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiſul's 
| Houſe. 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Dor. Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Church 
this Morning ? 

Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray ; for Heaven alone n 
help me : But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form o 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Huſbands. | 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Doctors Commons; 
and | ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to 
that: For beſides the part that I bear in your —_— 
Broils, as being Siſter to the Huſband, and Friend to the 
Wife, your Examples give me ſuch an Impreſſion of Ma- 
trimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my Perſon * 
long Vacation all its Life - But ſuppoſing, Madam, tha 
you brought it to a Caſe of Separation, what can = 
urge againſt your Huſband ? My Brother is, firſt, t 
mo conſtant Man alive. | 

Mrs, Sul. The moſt conſtant Huſband, I grant ye. 

Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 


Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me, FEY 
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Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 

uality. 

Mrs. Sul. A Maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I mu# fit down, and bleſs my 
Benefaors, for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? As 1 take 
it, Madam, I brought your Brother Ten thouſand Pounds, 
out of which 1 might expect ſome pretty Things, call'd 
Pleaſures. 

Dor, You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 
affords, | 

Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments ! 
Doſt think, Child, th-t my Limbs were made for leaping 
of Ditches, and clambring over Stiles ; or that my Pa- 
rents wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country 
Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the rural Accompliſh- 
ments of drinking fat Ale, playing at Whiſt, and ſmoak- 
ing Tobacco with my Huſband ; or of ſpreading of Plaiſ- 
ters, brewing of Diet-drinks, and diſtilling Roſemary- 
water, with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in- 
law ? 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
Power to divert you; J could wiſh, indeed, that our En- 
tertainments were a little more polite, or your Taſte a 
little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the 
Poets and Philoſophers, that labour'd fo much in hunt- 
ing after Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country-hfe ? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever hear of a 

Poet or Philoſopher worth Ten thouſand Pounds ? If you 
an ſhew me ſuch a Man, 1 il lay you fifty Pounds, you'll 
; Wind him ſomewhere within the weekly Bills. Not that I 
> iſapprove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets have painted 1 
them in their Lanſcapes; every Phyl is has her Corydon, | 


a Weivery murmuring Stream, and every flow'ry Mead gives 
eh Alarms to Love Beſides, you'll find that their 
Couples were never married :—But yonder, I ſee my Co- | 
den, and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven krows—Come, F 
Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my Huſband, and your 
brother, and between . is he not a ſad Brute? | 
Der. I have nothing to fay to your part of him, you're | 
de beſt Judge. | 
. Mrs, Szl. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, cape 
2 | 0 
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of a ſullen, ſilent Sot, one that's always muſing, but ne- 
ver thinks.—There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 
head; and ſince a Woman mutt wear Chains, I would 
have the Pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. — Now, 
you ſhall ſee ; but take this by the way, he came Home 
this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 
of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the Tea table, which he broke all to Pieces; after his 
Man and he had rowl'd about the Room like ſick Paſlen- 
gers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead as a 
Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Baſket ; his Feet cold as Ice, 
his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands and his Face 
as greaſy as his Flannel Night-cap—— Oh Matrimony ! 
Matrimony ! He toſſes up the Clothes with a bar- 
barous ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole 
Oeconomy of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my 
whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of that 
wakeful Nightingale, his Noſe O the Pleaſure of 
counting the melancholy Clock by a ſnoring Huſband! 
—B:t now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being 
a well-bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 
Enter Sullen. 

Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink Tea 
with us this Morning ? it may do your Head good. 

Sul. No. 

Dor. Coffee, Brother ? 

Sul. Pſhaw! | 

Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church 
with me? the Air may help you. 
Sal. Scrub ! 


Scrub. Sir! 

Sul. What Day o'th* Week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Sul. Sundry / bring me a Dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the Veniſon-paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 
upon the Hall-table, III go to Breakfaſt. Going. 

Der. Stay, ay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo; you 
weie very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wite 
Reparation: Come, come, Brother won't you aſk Par- 
don ? 1 

Wir 


Enter Scrub. 
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Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being drunk laſt Night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't 1? 

Mrs. Su!, But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to 
be borne. 

Sul. I'm glad on't. | 

Mrs. Sal. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhamanly ? 

Sul. Scrub ! 

Scrub. Sir! 

ul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. [Exit, 

Mrs. Sal. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
berub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor [ Exit. Scrub. ] Inveterate Stupi- 
lity! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen 
4 his? O Sitter, Siſter! 1 ſhall never ha“ good of the 
beaſt till J get him to Town; Londen, dear London is the 
Place for managing and breaking a Huſband, 

Dor. And has not a Huſband the ſame Opportunities 
tiere for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, 'tis a ſtandirg Maxim in 
Conjugal Diſcipline that when a Man would enflave his 
Wite, he hurries her into the Country; and when a Lady 
would be arbitrary with her Huſband, ſhe wheedles her 
Booby up to Town — A Man dare not play the Tyrant 
In London, becauſe there are ſo many Examples to encou- 
nge the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a fine 
Woman may do any thing in London: O' my Conſcience, 
he may raiſe an Army of Forty thouſand Men. 

Der. I fancy, Siſter, you have a mind to be trying 
jour Power that way here in Litchfield ; you have drawn 
be French Count to your Colours already, 

Mrs, Sul. The French are a People that can't live with- 
but their Gallantries, | 

Der. And ſome Engliſh that 1 know, Siſter, are not 
werſe to ſuch Amuſements, © 

Mrs. Sul, Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it 
nay do as well now as hereafter; I think, one way to 
waſe my lethargic, ſottiſh Huſband, is to give him a 
Rival; Security begets Negligence in all People, and 

Vol, II, M Men 
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Men muſt be alarm'd to make 'em alert in their Duty: 
Women are like Pictures, of no value in the Hands of a 
Fool, till he hears Men of Senſe bid high for the Pur- 
chaſe. 

Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under. 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you ; bur, 
I believe, there's a natural Averſion of his Side, and 1 
fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind him, if 
you dealt fairly. 1 

Mrs. Sal. I own it; we are united Contradictions, 
Fire and Water. But I could be contented with a great 
many other Wives, to humour the cenſorious V ulgar, 
and give the World an Appearance of living well with 
my Huſband, could I bring him but to diſſemble a little 
Kindneſs to keep me in Countenance. re}. 

Der. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead of 
rouſing your Huſband by this Artfice to a counterfeit 
Kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real Fury ? | 

Mrs, Sul. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
one, I would provoke him to the other, 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sul. You mutt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What! againſt my own Brother? 

Mrs. Sal. He is but half a Brother, and, I'm your en- 
tire Friend: If I gp a Step beyond the Bounds of Ho- 
nour, leave me; till then, 1 expect you ſhould go along 
with me in every thing; while I truſt my Honour in your 
Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine———The 
Count 1s to dine here to-day. 031 of 

Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like that 
Man, | | he 1. 

Mrs. Sal. You like nothing, your Time is not come; 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
one time or other; Vou'll pay for all one Day, I war- 
rant ye But come, my Lady's lea is ready, and 'tis 
al molt Church-time. | (Exeunt, 
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Aim. Why doſt thiak fo ? 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Je ne-/qai-qu'y, 
ſhe reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and 1s troubled with 
Vapours. 

Aim. By which diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know 
more of her, 

Arcb. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one Word more o'that, and I'll declare my- 
ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe ; look 
ye, Aimwwill, every Man in his own Sphere. | 

Aim. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
Maſter, = 

Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſerv'd 
myſelf —- But to our Buſineſs You are ſo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make ſo handſome a Figure, that I fancy you 
may do Execution in a Country Church ; the exterior 
Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to make that 
Impreſſion favourable, 

Aim, There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
Advantage: The Appearance of a ſtranger in a Country 
Church, draws as many Gazers as a Blazing Star; no 
ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of 
Whiſpers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a Mo- 
ment :— Who is he? Whence comes he? Do you know 
him—Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger Half a Crown ; 
he pockets the Simony, and inducts me into the beſt Pew 
in the Church, 1 pull out my Snuff-box, turn myſelf 
ound, bow to the Biſhop, or the Dean, if he be the 
conimanding Officer ; ſingle out a Beauty, rivet both 
my Eyes to hers, ſet my N oſe a bleeding by the Strength 
of Imagination, and ſhew the whole Church my Concern, 
by my endeavouring to hide it : After the Sermon, the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by per- 
ſuading the Lady that I am a dying for her, the Tables 
are turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in Love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a Prece- 
dent; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, try 
to fix em upon a Fortune; that's our Buſineſs at preſent, 

Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
Fortune, —Let me alone for a Mark's-man, 


M 2 Arch. 
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Arch. Tom ! 
Ain. oe: 
Arch, When were you at Church before, pray? 

Aim. Um—Tl was there at the Coronation. 

Arch. Ard how can you expeQ a Bleſſing by going to 
Church now ? | 

Aim. Bleiling ? nay, Frank, I aſk but for a Wife! [ Exit. 

Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in his 
Demards. [Exit at the oppoſite Door. 

Enter Boniface and Cherry. 
Bos. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs ? | 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a Man; P'm but young, you know, Father, 
and Jan's underſtand Wheedling. 

Bon, Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 
Woman wheedle that is not young? Your Mother was 
uſeleſs at five and twenty! Would you make your Mo- 
ther a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is? [| 
tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends 
his Money ſo freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every 
Manner of Way, that he muſt be a Highway-man, 

Enter Gibbet in a Canal. 

Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 

Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? 

Gib. No matter, aſk no Queſtions, all fair and ho- 
nourable; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a Bag] 
Two hundred Sterhing Pounds, as good as ever hang' 
or ſav'd a Rogue; lay em by with the reſt, and here 
Three Wedding — or Mourning Rings, tis much 
the ſame you know Here, two Silver-hilted 
Swords ; I took thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew any 
Part of their Swords but the Hilts ; Here is a Diamond 
Necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt Place in 
the Coach, but I found it out: This Gold Waich [ 
took from a Pawnbroker's Wife, it was left in her 
Heads by Perſon of Quality, there's the Arms upon the 

ale. 

Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; — From a poor 
Lady juſt eloped from her Huſband, ſhe had made up her 
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drive; ſhe told me of her Huſband's barbarous Uſage, 
and fo Faith left her Half a Crown, But I had almoit 
forgot, my dear Cherry, | have a Preſent for you. 

Cher, What 1s't ? 

Bib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of x 
Lady's under Petticoat Pocket. | 

Cher. What, Mr Gibbet, do you think that I paint 

Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm jure the 
Lady that I toc k.it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
kerchief ——Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure che 
Pre miſſes. : 

Cher. I will ſecure 'em. | [ Ext. 

Bon. But heark'e, where's Houn/fow and Bag ſhut ? 

Gi. They'll be here to-night, 

Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o the Pad on 
this Road ? | 

Gib. No. k 
2 | fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe 
unt now. 
. Gib. The Devil! how d'ye ſmoak 'em ? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church, 

Gib. Jo Church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs, 

Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber ; 
he pretends to be a Servant to the other, we'll call him 
out and pump him a little, 

Gib. With all my Heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin “ 


Enter Archer combing a Periwag, and ſinging, 


Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty as 
Old Brentford at Chriſtmas — A good pretty Fellow that; 
who's Servant are you, Friend ? 

Arch. My Maſter's. 

Gib Really ? 

Arch. Really. 

Gtib. That's much——The Fellow has been at the Bar 
by his Evaſtons :—But, pray Sir, what is your Maſter's 
Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall: [Sings and combs the Periauig. ] 
This is the moſt obſtinate Cui | | 

Gib, I aſk you his Name? 

M 3 Arch, 
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Arch. Name, Sir—Tall, all, dall—I never aſk'd him 
his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 
Bon. What think you now ? 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were before a 
Judge : But pray, Friend, which Way does your Maſter 
travel ? | 

Arch. A Horſeback. 

G76. Very well again, an old Offender, right—B}ut, 
I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr, Martin, you're very arch 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Chefter, and 
would be glad of your Company, that's all Come, 
— you'll ſtay to-night, I ſuppoſe ; Ill ſhew you 
a Chamber—Come, Captain, 

Gib Farewel, Friend 3 

Arch, Captain, ycur Servant — Captain ! a pretty 
Fellow ! death, wonder that the Officers of the Army 
don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but thr 
own. 


Enter Cherry. 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hape he did not 
liſten; I would have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I would oblige him to love me. [Aal 
Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Fathtr ? 

Arch, Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whipp'd out 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. 

Cher, All's fate, I find. 22 

Arch. Come, my Dear, have you conn'd over the Ce- 
tec iſe I taught you laſt Niplit ? 

(r. Come, queſtion me. 

Arch. What is Love ? | 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I kncw not 
ho, and goes | know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt Scholar, [Chucks her und: 
the Chin.] Where does Love enter ? 

Cher. Into tae Eyes, 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 


Cher, Youth, Beauty, and clean Linen. 
Arch 
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Arch. The Reaſon ? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and the 
third at Court. 

Arch. That's my Dear: What are the Signs and 
Tokens of that Paſſion ? 

Cher, A ftealing Look, a flammering Tongue, Words 
improbable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions impracti- 
cable. 3 . 

Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me.— What muſt a 
L ver do to obtain his Miftreſs ? 

Cher. He mult adore the Perſon that diſdains him, he 
muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the Footman that laughs at him He muſt, he 
muſt | 
Arch. Nay, Child, I miſt whip you if you don't 
mind your Leſſon ; he muſt treat hi 

Cher. O! ay, He muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpect, 
his Friends with Indifference, and all the World with 
Contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more ; he mult 
defire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt embrace 
his Ruin, and throw himſelf away. 

Arch. Had ever Man fo bopeful a Pupil as mine f—— 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle ? 

Cher, Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 

Arch. Mighty well And why is Love pictur'd 
blind ? 

Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs, or 
Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Eyes they 
could not draw. | 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again.— 
And why ſhould Love, that's a Child, govern' a Mah ? 

Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. 

Arch. And fo ends Love's Catechiſm—4nd now, my 
Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher, Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken a 


| E deal of Pains to inſtruet me, and what d'ye think I 


ave learn'd by it? | 
Arch, What? | 
Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are Con- 
tradictions, and it would be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a Footman any longer, 
M 4 Arch. 
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Arch, Oons, what a Witch it is! | 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho' 1 was born to Serviiude, I 
_ it: On your Condition, ſwear you love me, and 

— —_ 
Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed ? 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know, then, that I am born a Gentle. 
man, my Education was liberal ; but I went to London a 
younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, who 
itript me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and 
now my Neceſſity brings me to what you ſee, 

Cher. Then take my Hand- promiſe to marry me be- 
fore you fleep, and I'll make you Maſter of two thouſand 
Pounds. 

Arch. How ! 

Cher. Two thouſand Pounds that I have this Minute 
in my own Cuſtody ; ſo throw off your Livery this lu- 
Rant, and I'll go find a Parſon, 

Arch, What ſaid you? a Parſon. 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? 

- Arch, Scrople ? No, no, but——two thouſand Pounds 
you ſay ? 

Cher. And better. 

Arch, *Sdeath, what ſhall I do ?—But heark'e, Child, 
what need you make me Maſter of yourſelf and Money, 
when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of me, and 
flill keep your Fortune in your own Hands? 

Cher, Then you won't marry me ? 

Arch I would marry vou, but— 

Cher. O ſweet Sir, Pm your humble Servant, you're 
fairly caught: Would you perſuade me that any Gentle- 
man who could bear the Vaal of wearing a Livery, 
would: refyſe two thouſand Pounds, let the Conditions be 
what it would —no, no, Sir—but I hope you'll pardon 
the Freedom I have taken, ſince it was only to inſorm 
myſelf of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you, Going. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter — Hold, hold! and have 
you actually two thouſand Pounds? 
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be they what they will——In the mean while be ſatisfied 
tnat no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but beware 
of my Father [ Exit. 


Arch. So — we're like to have as many Adventures 
in our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his—Let me ſee - two 


zacuſand Pounds! It the Wench would promiſe to die 
when the Money were ſpent, I-gad, one would marry 
her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, and 
the Wife way live Lord knows how long ! Then 
an Inn-keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devil—there 
my Pride brings me off. 


For aubaſſoc er the Sages charge on Pride, 
The Angels Fall, and twenty Faule be/ide, 
On Earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride Jawves Man oft, and Woman too from . | 


Exit, 
The End of the Second ACT, 


A CT; 


SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sal. LT A. ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 

thee, now. we are Friends indeed; for 1 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine—now 
you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you converia- 
ble ia the Subjects of the Szx. 

Dor. Rat do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall in 
Love with a Fellow at firſt Sight? 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! now you ſpoil all, why ſhould not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men.? 1 warrant 
you the Gentleman has-got to his-Confident already, has 
avoued his Paſhon, toaſted your Health, call'd you ten 
thouſand Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck. 
Shape, Air, and every. Thing. in a Deſcription that 
warms their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 

Der, Your Hand, Sitter, 1 a'n't well. 

M 5 Me. 
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Mrs. Sal So—ſhe's breeding already—come, ( hild, 
up With it — hem a little—ſo——now tell me, don't you 
like the Gentleman that ve ſaw at Church juſt now? 

Dor. The Man's well enough. 

Mrs, Sal. Well enough ! Is he not a Demi-god, a 
Narciſſus, a Star, the Man i' the Moon? | 

Dor, O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. Sal. Shall I fend to your Mother, Child, for x 
little of her Cephalic Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething for 
you. — Come, unlace your Stays, ur boſom yourſelt— 
the Man is perfectly a pretty Fellow, I ſaw him when he 
firſt came into Church. 

Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that ſhone, 
methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sal. Well ſaid, up with it. 

D:r. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſe 
him off, no ſtudied Looks, nor artful Poſft ure. — but 
Nature did it all— 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better—One Touch more 
come 

Der. But then his Looks—=did you obſerve his Eyes! 

Mrs. Sul, Yes, yes, I did —— his Eyes; well, what 
of his Eyes? 

Dor, Sprightly, but not wandering ; they ſeem'd tc 
view, but never gaz'd on any Thing but me——and the 
his Looks ſo humble were, and yet fo noble, that the 
aim'd to'tell me that he could with Pride die at my Feet 
tho' he ſcorn'd Slavery any where elſe. | 

Mrs. Sul. The Phylic works purely—— How d'ye fn 
- yourſelf now, my Dear? 

Dor Hem ! much better, my Dear-—O here come 
our Mercury [ Enter Scrab.] Well, Scrub, what New 
of the Gentleman ? | 

Scrub, Madam, I have brought you a whole Packe 
of News. * f | 

Dor. Open it quickly, come. 

Scrub. fa the f 4 


rſt Place I enquir'd who the Gentlemar 
was ? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I afk'c 
what the, Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, Th: 
they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd whi 
Countryman he was? They replied, 'twas more * the 
1 | new 
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knew, Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? Their 
Anſwer was, they could not tell. And H, I aſk'd 
whither he went? And they replied, they knew nothing 
of the Matter.-And this is all I could learn. 

Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay? Can't they 


gueſs ? 


Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's a 
Mountevank, ſome ſay one Thing, ſome another; but 
for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit ? 

Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſad- 
dled, and his Footman talks French, 

Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gabber- 
ing French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill-pond ; 
and I believe they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd 
conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman? 

Scrub, Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filver-headed Cane 
dangling at his Knuckles——he carries his Hands in his 
Pockets, and walks juſt ſo- [ Walls in a French Air.] and 
has a fine long Periwig tied up in a Bag—Lord, Madam, 
he's clear another fort of Man than I. 

Mrs. Sal. That may eaſily be but what ſhall we do 
now, Siſter? 

Der. | have it This Fellow has a World of Sim- 
plicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the latter by 
abundance— Scrub. 

Scrub, Madam. 

Dor. We have a great Mind to know who this Gentle- 


man is, only for our Satisfaction. 


Scrub. Ves, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 


| doubt. f 14 1 
Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 


man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your Ale, 
becauſe you're Butler to- dax. \ 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul. O brave Siſter! o' my Conſcience, you un- 
Tis the beſt Plot in 
World ; your Mother, you know, will be gone to 
| Church, 
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Church, my Spouſe u ill de got to the Ale-houſe wi.h his 


Scoundie's, and the Houſe will be our own—ſo we drop 
in by accident, and aſk the Fellow ſome Queſtions. our- 
ſelves. In the Country, you know, any Stranger is 
Company, and we're glad to take up with. the Butler in 
a Country-dance, and happy if he'll do us the Favour. 

Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; L never refus'd 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 

Enter Gipſy. 
Grp Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. 


Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting——Go-where 


we order'd you. 
Scrub. I ſhall. 


SCENE, changes to the Inn 


Enter Aimwell and Archer, 

Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman. 

Aim. A Markſman , who ſo blind could be as not dil- 
cern a Swan among the Ravens > 

Arch Well, but heark'e, Aimavell. we 
Aim. Ainwell ! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadir, 
all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then [*11 an- 


ſwer. O Archer, I read: her thouſands in her Looks, ſhe 
' look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, Wine and Oil, 


Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves and purhag Streams, 


play'd on her plenteous Face. 
Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean: the Corn, 


Wine and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, the has ten thouſand 


Pound, that's the Eng i an't.. 
Aim, Her Eyes 


Arch. Are Demi-cannons, to be ſure; fo-I won't ſtand: 


their Battery. Going. 
Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have vent. 
Arch. Paſſion! what a. plague, d'ye think theſe Ro- 


mantic Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my Temper as. 


extravagant- as yours, my. Adventures have ſomething 
more romantic by half. | 
Aim. Your Adventures 
Arch. Yes. 
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The Nymph, that with her twice ten hundred Poun in, 
IWith brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear flarch d, 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the: Bel————— 


There's a Touch of ſublime 1M:/ton for you, and the Sub- 
je& but an Inn-keeper's Daughter: I can play with a 
Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ; he keeps it at the 
end of his Line, runs jt up the Stream, and down the 
Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand; tickles the 
Trout, and fo whips it int» his Baſket, 

Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is—yonder's an honeſt 
Fellow below, my Lady Bountifal's Butler, who begs the 
_—_— that you would go home wich him and ſee his 
Cellar. 

4rch. Do my Baiſpmains ta the Gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the Honour. to wait on him imme 
diately, as the ſaying is. 

Bon. I ſhall do your Worſhip's Commands, as the fay= 
Ing 18. [ Exit, bawing o0b/rquituſly. 

Aim. What do I hear? ſoſt Orpheus play, and fair 
Teftido ſing + 5 

Arch. Paw Damn your Raptures; I tell you here's 
a Pump goin to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship- 
will get into Flarbour, my Life on't, You ſay, there's: 
ancther Lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes, faith. | 

Arch. I'm in Love with her already. 

Ain. Can't you give mea Bill upon Cherry in the mean 
ume. | | 

Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine, and Oil, 
is ingroſs'd in my Market And once more I warn. 
you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
fall foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom. What! make Prize of my little Frigate, while 
Jam upon the Cruiſe for you. [ Exit. 

eh Enter Boniface, K 

Aim. Well, well, I won't —Landlord; have you any 
1 Company in the Houſe ? I don't care for dining 
alone. 

Bon. Ves, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the ſaying . 
B,. that arriv'd. about an Hour ago, 3 
i Am. 
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Aim Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 
where; will you make him a Compliment from me, and 
tell him I ſhould be glad of his Company? 

Don. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, would 

Aim. Ha! that Stroke was well thrown in— I'm only 
a Traveller, like himſelf, and would be glad of hi; 

Company, that's all. . 

Bon. I obey your Commands, as the ſaying is. [Exit, 
Enter Archer. 
Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what Title will you give 
yourſelf ? ; 

Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure: he would never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour 
this bout - you know the reſt of your Cue. 

Arch. Ay, ay. | [ Exit, 
Enter Gibbet. 
Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 

Aim. is more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't knoy 

you. 


Sib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw me 
before =I hope, [Afide. 


Aim, And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour o 
ſeeing you now ? 
SGi. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman 
but my Landlord 65 

Aim. O, Sir, I aſk you're pardon, you're the Captair 
he told me of. | 

Gib. At your Service, Sir. Koa 

Aim, What Regiment ? may I be ſo bold ? 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 
Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. [ 4/i:. 

You have ſery'd abroad, Sir r | 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, was my Lot to be 
ſent into the worſt Service; I would have quitted it in 
deed, but a Man of Honour, you know Beſides 


o 4 


*twas for the good of my Country that I ſhould be abroad 
Any thing for the good of one's Country—— 'm 
FLeaman for that. a 8 
Aim, One of the firſt, I'll lay my Life [ Aſide.] Yo 
found the Ve- Indies very hot, Sir. Y 
Gb. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. | 


Ain 
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Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at IPs Cof- 
fee-houſe ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where is your Company now, Captain? 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect 'em here? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march ? 

Gib. A-croſs the Country—The Devil's in't, if J han't 
faid enough to encourage him to declare but I'm afraid 
he's not right, I muſt tack about. Aide. 

Aim. Is your Company to Quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. 

Aim. What! all? 

Gib., My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we are but: 
three, ha, ha, ha. 

dim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib, Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underfland 
the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: I don't. 
care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 
—for I generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [ Hides 

Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 


men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I could ſuſpect a. 


Gentlemen of your Figure=—But truly, Sir, I have got 


ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't care 


for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 


Aim, Your Caution may be necefſary—Then.I preſume: 


you're no Captain. 


Gib. Not I, Sir; Captain is a good travelling Name, 


and ſo I take it; it. ſtops a great many fooliſh, Inquiries 


that are generally made about Gentlemen that travel ; 


It gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the 


Drawers obedient—And thus far I am a Captain, and no 


farther. | 
Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion ? 
Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me- upon my Word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. | : 
Ain. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you. 
Enter Boniface. 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? i 
Bon, There's another Gentleman below, as the ſaying 


is, 
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is, thad hearing you were but two, would be glad to 
make the third Man, if you'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he ? 

Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is, 

Aim A Clergyman ! is he really a 8 ? or is 
it only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Captain 
has it ? | 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the F. ench 
Officers in Town. 

Aim Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Zruf#'s. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I won't be ſeen in 
* Company, Sir; | have a Value for my Reputation, 

1.— 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by ourſelves— 
Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlord ? 


Box. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Say- 


ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 

Aim, Then he has been in Eng/and be fore? 

Ben. Never, Sir; but he's a Matter of Languages, as 
the Saying is 3 he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
kim talk Lalin 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 


Bon. Not J, Sir, az the Saying is; but he talks it ſo 


very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good, 

Aim. Pray, defire him to walk up. 

Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. 

{ 77 Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Save you, Gentlemens bote. 

Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your molt humble Servant. 

Feig Och, dear Joy, I am your mod faithful Sher- 
vant, and yours alſho, 


Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſe, but you have 


a mighty Twang of the Foreigner. 

Foig. My Engliſh 18 very well for the vords, but we 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our 'Tongues about 
the Pronunciation ſo ſoon, 


Aim. A —＋ a downright Teague, by this 


Light. [ 4/#4e:] Were you born in France, Doctor ? 
Foig I was educated in France, but I was borned t 
Bruſels : I am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
Gib, What King of Spain, Sir? ipeak. Fu 
. 6g. 
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Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the Doc- 
tor, he's a Stranger. 

Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 
that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 

Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready? 
Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying 1s. 
Aim. Gentlemen —pray—that Door, 
Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain mult lead. 
Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 
Gib. Ay, ay, 10 it is 

[Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


SCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Hox/e, 


Exter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one another ; 
Scrub with a Tankard in hi Hand, Gipley lit ning at 


a diſtance, 


Scrub, Tal, all, Dall Come, my dear Boy——let us 
have that Song once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall ditarb the Family :—Bat will 
you be ſu:e to keep the Secret? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman, 

Arch. 'I is enough —— You muſt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimavel/ ; he fought a Duel 
t'other Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not : He never was in 
this part of Eꝝgland before, ſo he choſe to retire to this 
Place, that's all. F 

Gip. And that's enough for me. [ Exit. 

Scrub. And where were you when your Miſter fought ? 

Arch. We never know of cur Maſters Quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive 
a Challenge, the firſt Thing they do, 1s to tell their 
Wives; tne Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm 
tie Tenants, and in half an Hour, you ſhall have the 
whole Country up in Arms. 

Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they have 
no mind for—But if you ſhould chance to talk now of 
this Buſineſs ? 

Ccrub, Talk! ah, Sir, had I not le:irn'd the knack of 

| * hoiding 
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holding my Tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a great 
Family. 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in all Fa- 
miles. 
Scrub. Secrets, O Lud! ——but I'll ſay no more 
Lang fit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: 
er ey ² 
Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and! 
may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's 
your Ladies Health; you have three, I think, and to be 
ſure there muſt be Secrets among em. 
Scrub, Secrets! Ah! Friend, Friend, I wiſh I had a 
Friend. 
Arch. Am not I your Friend? Come, you and I will 


* 


be ſworn Brothers. 


Scrub,” Shall we ? | 

Arch. From this Minute—Give me a Kiſe— And now, 
Brother Scrub. | 

Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you a Se- 
cret that will make your Hair ſtand an end :—You mult 
know, that am conſumedly in Love. 

Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't, 

Scrub. That Jade, Giz/ey, that was with us jult now in 
the Cellar, is the arranteit Whore that ever wore a Pettt 
coat, and 'm dying for Love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha—Are you in Love with her Perſon, 
or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 

Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than Beauty; for Virtue holds good with ſome 
Women long, and many a Day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Woman's 
- Virtue is loſt, . ill a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, could I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhould 
have ber all to myſelf ; but | dare not put it upon that 
Lay, for fear of being ſent for a Soldier —Pray, Brother 
ho do you Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preſſing- 
ac? | | 1 
Ach. Very ill, Brother Scrub; + —?Tis the worſt that 
ever was made for us: Formerly I remember the goo 
Days when we could dun our Maſters for our Wages 
and if they refuſed to pay us, we could have a Warrant 
to carry em before a Jultice ; but now if we talk of eat 

ing 
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ing, they have a Warrant for us, and carry us before 


three Juſtices. : 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating ; for 
the Juſtices won't give their own Servants a bad Exam- 
ple. Now this is my Misfortune —-—I dare not ſpeak in 
the Houſe, while that Jade, G:rp/ey, dings about like a 
Fury—Once I had the better end of the Staff. 

Arch. And how comes the Change now ? 

Scrub, Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief is a 
Prielt. 

Arch. A Prieſt ! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither to ſay Grace to the French Officers, and 
eat up our Prov.ſions—— There's not a day goes over his 
Head without a Dinner or Supper in this Houſe, 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeales Engliſh as if he had liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a Tra- 
veller from his Cradle. 

Ach. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Affections of your Grp/ey. 

Scrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 
For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and a Pa- 
22323 this is not all; there's the French Count and 

rs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and ſor ſome 
private Ends of their own too, to be ſure, 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 
I ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. | 

Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on 'em, that's 
the Truth on't : But they take care to prevent my Curio. 
ſity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that 'm a perfect 
Slave - What d'ye think is my Place in this Family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe, 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you—T'll tell you—Of a Mon- 
day I drive the Coach, of a Tuz/day I drive the Plough, 
on Vedugſday I follow the Hounds, a Thur/day I dun the 
Tenants, on Friday I go to Market, on Saturday I draw 
Warrants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 
you have enough on't, my dear Brother But what Ladies 
are thoſe ? 

Scrub, Ours, ours; that upon the Right-hand is Mrs. 

Sullen, 
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Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda——Don't mind 'em, 


fic ſill, Man 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul. I have heard my Brother talk of my Lord 
Aimwell, but they ſay that his Brother is the finer Gen- 
tleman, 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter, 

Mrs, Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 

Der, No matter for that; if I can creep into his 
Heart, I'll open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard 
ſay, that People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of 
__ Servants ; I could wiſh we might talk to that Fel. 
ow, | 

Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty Fel. 
low :—-—Come this Way, I'II throw out a 5 ſor him 
preſently. 

[They walk a Turn towards the cppeſits Side of the Stage, 

Stage. Mes Sullen drops ber Fan, Archer runs, take 
it up, and gives it 10 her.] ' 

Arch. Corn, Wine, and Oil, indeed—But, I think, 
the Wiſe has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood; ſhe 
ſhould be my Choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo—Madam—— 
Your Ladyſhip's Fan. 

Mrs. Sal. O Sir, I thank you —— What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow made ! 

Dor. Bow ! Why I have known ſeveral Footmen come 
down from London ſet up here for Dancing-malters, and 
carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 

Arch. [ 4/ide.) That Project, for ought I know, had 
been better than ours Brother Scrub, why don't you 
introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Ser- 
vant that you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underſtood he 
came from London, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, 
that he might ſhew me the neweſt Floutiſh in whetting 
my Knives. 

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your Lady- 
ſhip's Liquor is a little too po:ent for the Couſtitu ion of 
your humble Servant: 

Mrs. Sal. What, then you don't uſually drink Ale. 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, Ban, 

tile 
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little Wine and Water; 'tis preſcribed me by the Phyſi- 
cian for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. 

Scrub. O, la! O, la!—A Footman have the Spleen— 

Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diltemper had been only pro- 
per to People of Quality. 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 
and ſo deſcends to their Servants; tho" in a great many 
of us, | believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy Par- 
(cles in the Blood, occaſioned by the Stagnation of 
Wages. - 

on How affeAed]y the Fellow talks How long, pray, 
have you ſerv'd your preſent Maſter ? 

Arch, Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in the 
Service of the Ladies. 

Mrs. Sul. And pray, which Service do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient Wages ; there is a Charm in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with th:r Commands, 
and gives our Duty the Wings of Inclination. 

Mrs. Szl. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li- 
very; and, Sir, would not you be ſatisfied to ſerve a 
Lady again ? 

Arch. As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but not 
as a Footman. 

Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as a Footman before ? 

Arch, For that Reafon I would not ſerve in that ” 
again; for my Memory is too wea's for the Load of Meſ- 
ages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in Lenden: 
My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, call'd me 
up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to my Lady 
Alnight with my humble Service; tell her I was to wait 
on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left Word with Mrs. Re- 
bicca, that the Preliminaries of the Affair ſhe knows of, 
are ſtopt *till we know the Concurrence of the Perſon 
that I know of, for which there are Circumſtances want- 
ing which we ſhall accommodate at the old Place; but 
that in the mean time there is a Perſon about her Lady- 
ſhip, that from ſeveral Hints and Surmiſes, was acceſſary 
at a certain Time to the Diſappointments thar naturally 
attend Things, that to her Knowledge are of no more 
Importance 

Mrs, 
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ans c Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 

Arch, Why, I ha'n't half done. The whole How. 
d'ye was about Half-an-hour long; ſo happen'd to miſ- 
place two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and render'd in- 
capable | 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw.—— 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be married Il preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a Lady. : 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a 
married Family; the Commands of the Maſter and Mil- 
treſs are always ſo contrary, that *tis impoſſible to pleaſe 
both. 

Der. There's a main Point gain'd, —— My Lord is not 
married, I find. : [ Afide, 

Mrs. Sal. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many 
good Services, you had not a better Proviſion made for 

ou. 

: Arch. I don't know how, Madam,—T had a Lieute- 
nancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam—T1 live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely—lI was thought to do 
pretty well here in the Country till he came ; but, alack- 
a-day, I'm nothing to my Brother Marin. | 
1 Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with a 

ong ? 

| eh, Are you for Paſſion or Humour ? 

Scrub, O, la! He has the pureſt Ballad about a 
Trifle 

Mrs. Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. | 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: But 
ſince you command me—— 

[ Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 


A Trifling Sorg you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 


_ Mrs. Sul. Very well, Sir, we're oblig'd to you 
Something for a Pair of Gloves. [Offring him Money. 


Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any 
other Hand, without injuring his Honour, aud diſobey- 
[ Exit. 

Dor. 


his Commands, 
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Dor. This is ſurpriſing : Did you ever ſee fo pretty a 
well-bred Fellow ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing that Li- 
very. 

Dur. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd upon 
for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear him 
, 5 in this Dreſs, and, who, ten to one was his Se- 
cond. 

Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it muſt be fo, and it ſhall be ſo- 
For I like him. 

Dor, What ! better than the Count ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 
able Man upon the Place; and ſo I choſe him to ſerve 
me in my Deſign upon my Huſband—But I ſhould like 
this Fellow berter in a Defign upon myſelf. 


Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this Lord, 


and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that about? 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you Country Ladies give no 
Quarter, if once you be enter'd — Would you prevent 
their Deſires, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time, —— 
Look'e, Dorinda, it my Lord Aimævell loves you or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a Way to ſee you, and there we 
muſt leave it. — My Baſineſs comes now upon the Tapis 
Have you prepar'd your Brother? 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it ? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, 
and promis'd to be guided by me: But here he comes.— 

— Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 

Mrs. Sal. The Singing in your Head, my Dear, you 
complain'd of it all Day. 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs, Sal. I was ever ſo, ſince l became one Fleſh with 
you. 


Ful. One Fleſh! rather two Carcaſſes join'd unnatu- 


rally together. 

1 Mrs, SJ. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead 

ody. en 
Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 
Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you mult do! 1 
IS, 


4 


A 
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a 4 Sul. And my Huſband ſhews you what you muſt 
ufter. a 

Sul. Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sul. *Sdeatn, why can't you talk ? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpole :? 

Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 

Sul. Siſter, heark' e ¶ I hiſpers.] I ſhan't be home till 
it be late. | 

Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? 

Dor. That he would go round the back-way, come 
into the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him. But let 
me beg once more, dear Siſter, to diop this Project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kindneſs, 

ou may provoke him to Rage; and then who knows 
— far his Brutality may carry him? | 

Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant you, 

But here comes the Count, vaniſh, (Exit, Dorinda. 
| Enter Count Bellair. 

Don't on wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not at 

Church this Afternoon ? 

Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at all, 
or how you dare lift theſe yes to Heaven that are guilty 
of Jo much killing. 

Mrs. Sul. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes, auitb 
the Poxwer of lil ing, the Virtue of making a Cure, 1 hope 
the one may attone for the other, | 

Count. O /argely, Madam, would your Ladiſbip be as 
ready to apply the Remedy, at to give the Wound — Conſider, 
Madam, 1 am doubly a Priſoner ; firſt to the Arms of your 
General, then to your more conquering Eyes; my firſt Chains 
are eaſy, there a Ranſom may redeen: me, but from your Fet- 
ters I never ſhall get free, . 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir ! Why fhou'd you complain to me of 


your Captivity, who am in Chain: elf Jou knoxw, Sir, 


that I am bound, nay, muſt he tie: »þ in that Particular 


—yB 


* This Scene printed in Talic. with the entire part of 
the Count, was cut out by the Author after the firlt Night's 
Repreſentation z and where he ſhould enter in the laſt 


Scene of the fifth Act, it is added to the Part of Feigard. 
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that might give you Ee: J am lite you, a Priſoner of 
Mar Aar, indeed have giv'n my "arole of Ho- 
n:ur 3 would you break your's to gain your Liberty ? 

Count. Moft certainly | Twintid, were I a Priſoner among 
the Turks; dis is your Cafe, you're a Slave, Madam, Slave 
to the worſt ef Turks; & Huſband. 

Mrs. Sul. There lies ny Foib'e, I confeſs ; 10 Fortifica- 
tions, m3 Couraze, Conduct nar Vigilancy, can pretend to 
defend a Place, wh-re the Cruety of the Gryvernor forces the 
Carr hon % Mutiny. 

Count. nd where de Feſceger is rejo'v'd te die before de 
Place Here vill I fr; | neels.] with Tears, Vous, 
and Prayers, aſſau t y ur Hesrt, aud newer riſe till you ſur- 
render ; or if un ferm Love and St. Michae!— 1nd /o 
[ bes in the Attack 

Mrs. Sul Stard of, Sure be hears me net — And I could 
ahẽ,⁊q t wifh—he did n-te Fellow nales Love ei pret- 
tily. LAſide. ] But, Sir, why fbould you put ſuch a Value 
upon my Perſon, when you ee it deſpis'd by one that knows 
it ſo much better? 

Count, He knows it not, tho" be poſſeſſes it; if he but 
hn:w the Value of the Tewel he is Maſter of, he would al- 
ways wear it next his Heart, and ſleep with it in bis Arms. 
; Mrs, Sul. But fince he throws me unregarded from 

im. — 

Count. And one that knows your Value well, comes by 

and takes you up, is it not Tuſtice ? 
rn do [Goes to lay hold of her, 
Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn, 

Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. 

Mrs. Sul. {Preſenting a Piſtol.] Do you Bold? ; 

Sul. hat] Murder your Huſband, to defend your Bull; ? 

Ars. Sul. Bully!“ For ſhame, Mr Sullen, Bulites wear 
lang Sewerds, the Gentleman has none; he's a Priſ-ner, you 
know —1 dvas aware of your Outrage, and prepar'd this 10 
receive your Vielence; and, if Oc aſſon were, to preſerve 
my/e'f againſt the Force of this other Gentleman 

Count. O Madam, your Eyes be beticr Fire-arms than 
yur Piſtol, they never miſe, 

Sul. What ! court my Wife to my Face! 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fury 
for a Minnte, | 

Vo. II. N 1 
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Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I need none. 

Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 

Count. 4% And begar, I tink de Dialogue was wery 

retty. | 
FE Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething of 
your own Barbarity ? | 

Sul. Barbarity ! Oons what does the Woman call Barba- 
r.ty Do I ever meddle with you ? 

Mrs, Sul. No. 

Sul. A, for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count. Ah, begar, fo muſt J. 

Sul. Look, Madam, don't think that my Anger proceed; 
from any Concern I have for your Honour, but for my own; 
and if you can contrive any way of being a Whore without 
making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you k'ndly, you would allow me 
the Sin, but rob me of the Pleaſure—No, no, I'm reſolvd 
never to venture upon the Crime, withiut the Satisfaction of 
Seeing you puniſh'd for't. 

„Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear! Let any 
Body elje do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for mor- 


taliy hate his whole Generation. | Exit, 
Count. Ab, Sir, that be urgrateful, for, begar, I love 
Jome of yours; Madam— [Approaching her. 


Mrs. Sul. No, Sir 

Count. No, Sir /——Garzoon, Madam, I am not your 
Hu fband, 

Mrs. Sul. 'Tis time to undeceive you, Sir; I beliew'd 

your Addreſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, and 
hope you will think the ſame of my Complaiſance; and to 
convince you that you ought, you muſt know, that I brought 
you hither only to make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right 
wwith my Huſband, for he was planted to liflen by my ap- 
pointment. 

Count. By y:ur Appointment ? 

Mrs. Sul. Certainly ! 

Count. And /o, Madam, while I was telling twenty 
Stories to part you from your Huſband, begar, I was bring- 
ing you together all the while 
Ars. dul. I 4ſt your Pardon, Sir, but I hope this will 
give iu a Tafle of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

; 


Count. 
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Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, but 

Garzoon, your Honefly be vera little. 
Enter Dorinda. 

Mrs.” Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 

Count. An ry Fair Dorinda [Sings Fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda] Madam, when 
your Ladyſbip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Dorinda 
Revenge“, Cc. | Exit, 

Mrs, Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Reſentment with goed Manners, and the hiight of Anger in 
a LE IS Siſter, you muſt be Fudge, fir you have 
heard the Trial. 

Dor. And ] bring in my Brother guilty. 

- Mrs. Sul. But 1 muſt bear the Puniſhment—'Tis hard, 
iter. 

Dor, I owon it—but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſlom—Providence 
ſends no Evil without a Remedy ſpuuld I lie groaning 
under a Yohe I can ſhake off, I were acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience weie no better than Self<murder. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke - eur 
Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the Law, for a Di- 
vorce. : 

Mrs. Sul. Law ! What Law can ſearch into the remote 
Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the unaccount- 
able Diſaffe tions of Medlock Can a fury ſum up the end- 
leſs Awerſions that are rooted in our Souls, or can a Bench 
give Tudgment upon Antipathies ? 

Dor. 1hey never pretended, Siſter; they never meddle, 
but in caſe of Uncleanneſs.. | 

Mrs. Sul, Uncleanne/s ! O Siſter ! Caſual Violation is a 
tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair'd, but can radi- 
cal Hatreds be ever reconcild? — No, no, Sifler, Nature is 
the fr Lawgiver, and when ſhe has ſet Tempers oppoſite, 

the golden Links of Wedlock, nor Iron Manacles of 
Law can keep em faſt, 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd ii firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 


As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life, 
N 2 View 
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View all the Works of Providence above, 
The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 

The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, 

All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 

Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of | =: Divine, 

Be doom'd in endie!s Diſcord to repine ? 

No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that Surmiſe, 
Omnipotence is jult, were Man but wiſe, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


EEXEXELELEXEEEXERERER 


1. 


SCENE continues, 


Enter Mrs. Sullen. 


Mrs. Sul. ERE I born an humble Tai, where 

Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I muſt fit contented — But in Zng/and, a Country 
whoſe Women are its Glory, muß Women be abus'd? 
Where Women rule, muſt Women be enſlav'd? Nay, 


_ Cheated into Slavery? mock'd by a Promiſe of comfort- 


able Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude 7—1 dare not 
keep the Thought about me—O ! here comes ſomething 
to divert me 
| Enter a Country Homan. 

Mom. I come, a'nt pleaſe your. Ladyſhip —you're my 
Lady Bountifu', a'n't ye? 
| Mrs, Sal. Well, good Woman, go on. 

Mom. I come ſeventeen long Miles to have a Cure for 
my Huſband's ſore Leg. | 

Mrs Sul. Your Huſband ! What, Woman, cure your 
Huſband ! 

Nom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let him 


' tir from Home. 


Mrs. Sul. There, I confels, you have given me a Res- 
ſon.— Well, good Woman, I'll tell you what you muſt 


 do——You mult lay your Huſband's Leg upon a Table, 


and with a Chopping-knife you muſt lay it open as broad 
| N 18 


* 
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as you can, then you muſt take out the Bone, and beat 
the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rowling-pin, then take Salt, 
Pepper, Cloves, Mace, and Ginger, ſome Sweet-herbs, 
and ſeaſon it very well, then ro'l it ap like Brawn, and 
put it into the Oven for two Hours. 

Mom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip—lI have two lit- 
tie Babies too that are pitzous bad with the Graips, a'n't 
pleaſe ye, 

Mrs. Sal. Pat a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 
good Woman. [Exer Lady Bountiful.] I beg your Lady- 
ſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your Hands, 
J have been a tampering here a little with one of your 
Patients, 

L. Boun, Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature; 1 am the Perſon that you want, I ſuppoſe— 
What would you have, Woman ? 

Mrs. Kal. She wants ſomething for her Huſband's fore 
Leg. | 
L. Boun. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody ? 

Mom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a fort of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke ont, and then it 
ſwell'd, and then it cloſed again, and then it broke ou t 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, and 
then it grew worſe again. 

Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Boun. How can you be merty with the Misſortunes 
of other People? 

Mrs. Su/. Becauſe my own make me fad, Mad m. 

L. Beun. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daughter; 
your own Misfo tunes ſhould teach you to pity others. 
Mrs. Sul. But the Woman's Misfortanes and mine are 
nothing alike ; her Huſband is fick, and mine, alas! is 
in Health. 

L. Boun. What! would you wiſh your Huſband fick ? 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore | eg of all Things. 

L. Bcun. Well, good Woman, po to the Pantry, get 
your belly fall of Vituals, then I' give you a Receipt 
of Dict-drink for your Huſband—But d'ye hear, Goody, 
ycu muſt not let your Huſhand move too much. 

Wim, No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to he ſlill. ( Exit, 

N 3 L. Boun. \ 
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L. Bonn. Well, Daughter Su/len, tho' you laugh, I 
have done Miracles about the Country here with my Re- 
ceipts. | 

Mrs, Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
Body; but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther towards the Miracle than your Preſcription. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes ; but there's your 
Huſband, who has as litt'e Fancy as any Body, I brought 
him from Death's Door. 

Mrs Sul. J ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Aſs's Milk. | 
Enter Dorinda, runs to Mr. Sullen, 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 
Enter Archer running. 

Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bouutiful ?P——Pray, 
which 1s the old Lady of you three ? 

L. Boun. I am. 


Arch. O Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Cha- 


rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 


drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in be- 


half of my unfortunate Maſter, whe is this Moment 
breathing his laſt. | 

L. Brun. Your Maſter! where is he? | 

Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Appear- 
ance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court- 
yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of I know 
not what; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun. Here Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my Eaſy- 
chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this cha- 
ritable AR. | 

L. Beoun. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently—1 have known him 
have five or fix of a Night. | 

L. Boun. What's his Name ? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying ; a Minute's Care 
or Neglect may fave or deſtroy his Life. 

L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman ! Come, Friend, ſhew 
me the way; I'll ſce him brought in myſelf, 

[Exit with Archer. 
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Der. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I 
can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Sal. And I'll lay my Life he deſerves your Aſ- 
ſikance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that 
my Lord would find a way to come at you ? Love's his 
Diſtemper, and you. muſt be the Phyſician ; put on all 
your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 
plant the whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his 
Breaſt, and down with him, 

Dor. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhould recoil, and hurt 
myſelf, 

Mrs. Sal Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will. f 

Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your Mark 
ſo unfortanately, that I ſhan't care for being inſtructed 
by you. 


Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carried by Archer and Scrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counterfeiting a Sauen. 


IL. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops— 
Gip/ey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong. — 
Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do ? why don't 
you help us ? Pray, Madam, [J Dorinda.] take his 
Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his Head. 

[Dorinda zates his Hand. 

Der. Poor Gentleman-—Oh——he has got my Hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 

L. Beun. Tis the Violence of his Convulfion, Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's 22 poſſeſs'd in theſe 
Caſes—he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 

Dor, Oh, my Hand! my Hand! | 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? I 
— got this Hand open you ſee with a great deal of 

aſe. | 

Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat of 
it draws the Force of the Spirits that Way, 

Mrs. Sal. 1 find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 


ſort of Fits, 
N 4 Arch. 
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Arch. Tis ro wonder, Madam, for 1'm often troubled 
with them myſelf; 1 find myſelf extremely ill at this 
Minute. [ Looting hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. [Affe] I fancy I could find a Way to cure 
you, | 
L. Boun, His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, — Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breast and give him Air, 

L. Boun. V\ here did his IIlneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. '1 0-day at Church, Madam. 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſadden 
touch'd wi h ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firſt he 
only felt, but could not tell whether 'twas Pain or Plea- 
ſure, : | 

L. Boun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to bis 
Brain, there bis Fancy caught it; there form'd it fo 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Colours, 
that his tranſported Appetite ſeized the fair Idea, and 
ſtraight convey'd it to 515 Heart, That Hoſpitable Seat 
of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth. to meet it, and 
open'd all its ſluicy Gates to take the Stranger in. 

L. Foun. Your Maſter ſhould never go without a Bottle 
to ſmell to———Oh !-—he recovers the La- 
vender water — ſome Feathers to burn under his Noſe 
— Hungry- water to rub his Temples-— O, he comes 
to himſelf, Hem a little, Sir, hem 6%, bring the 


Cordial-water. Aimwell /eems to awake in amaze. 
Dex. How do you, Sir? 
Aim. Where am | ? [ Riſing, 


Sure | have paſs'd the Gulph of fil-nt Death, 

And now am landed on the E/yfan Shore—— 

Fehold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 

Fair Proferpine—let me adore thy bright Divinity. 

[ Knee/s to Dorinda, and kiſſes ber Hard, 

Mrs. Sul. So, fo, fo, I knew where the Fit would end-. 
Aim. Eurydice perhaps 

How could thy Orpheus keep his Word, 

And not look back upon thee ; A 

No T'eaſure but thyſelf could ſure have brib'd him 

To look one Minute off thec. 


L. Boun, 
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I.. Poux. Delirions, poor Gentleman. 

Arch. Very delirious, Madam, vecy delirious. 

Aim. Martin's Voice, | think. 

Arch. Yes, my Lord - How does your Lordſhip ? 

I. Poun Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 

Aim Where am? 

Arch, In very good Hands, Sir—-You were taken juſt 
now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees. jul by 
tis good Laly's Hog e ; her Ladyſhip had you taken io, 
and has mi:aculouſly brought you to yourtelf, as yon 


ſce 


Aim I am ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, that 


F can now only beg Pardon——And refer my Acknow-. 
ledgments for your Ladyſhip's Care, t II an Opportunity 


oflers of making ſome amends l dare be no longer 
troubleſome — Martin, give two Guineas to the Servants, 
| [ Going 


Dor. Sir, you may catch. Cold by going fo ſoon into 
the Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were ferſectly 


recovec'd. 


[Here Archer talks to Lacy Bountiful in dumb few. 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent Ill- 

nels is ſo rooted, that | mult expect to Carry it to my 
Grave. 


Mrs. Sal. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 


your Diſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phyſic. 


L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me 


that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air Your 
gocd Manners ſhan't get the better of ours—You ſhall fit 
cown again, Sir: ——— Come, Sir, we don't mind Ce- 
remonies in the Country—— Here, Sir, my Service t'ye— 
You ſhall tale iny Water; 'tis a Cordial I can affure 


ou, 1 85 my own making - Drink it off, Sir: 
[ 


'Aimwell drizks.] And how d'ye find yourſelf now, Sir ? 


* 


Aim. Somewhat better tho“ very faint fill, 


L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 


Fits. Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 


Houſe ; tis but an old Family-building, Sir; but you 


had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than venture 
l 


immediately into the Air——You'll find ſome tolerable 


Picture Dorinda, mew the Gentleman the Way. [Hit.] 


L go. $9 ths ö ouren Lelow: 


5 Der. 
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Dor. This Way, Sir. 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall 1 beg leave for my Servant to wait 
on you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 

Mrs Sul. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 
does Pictures, ſo he may come along. 

[Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 
Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting, 

Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your Way———T hate a 
Prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil—Sir, 
I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt Drop of my 
Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. 

Feig. Maſter Scrub, you would put me down in Politics, 
and ſo I would be ſpeaking with Mrs. . 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 


ſhe's ſick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's—dead two 


Months ago, Sir. 
Enter Gipſey. 

Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare you talk fo 
ſaucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common People of Eng/and are not ſo civil to Stan- 
gers, as 

Scrub. You lie, you lie; tis the common People, 
ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to Strangers. 

þ Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to—Get you out, I 
ay ! | 

"Serub., won't! 

Gip. You won't, Sauce box — Pray, Doctor, what is 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night ? 

Scrub. The Captain! ab, the Devil, there ſhe ham- 


pers me again ;—the Captain has me on one Side, and 


the Prieſt on t'other :—So between the Gown and Sword, 


| I have a fine time on't—But, Cedant Arma Toge. [ Going. 


Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march? | 
Scrub. No, my dear, I won't march—but PlI'walk : 


1 I'll make bold to liſten a little too. 


[Goes behind the Side ſcene, and liſtens. 
Gip 'ndeed, D-Ror, the Count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the Truth on't. 


Fog Ah, Mrs. G upon my Shoul, now Gra, 
his Complainings woul . 
Bones, and move the Bowels of your Commileration ; he 


moilify the Marrow in your 


veeps, 


a 8 we .&t 
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veeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and 
he laughs, and he ſings: In Concluſion, Joy, he's afflict- 
ed, a la Frangois, and a Stranger would not know whider 
to cry, or to laugh with him. 

Gip. What would you have me do, Doctor? 
Foig. Noting, Joys but only hide the Count in Mrs, 
Sullen's Cloſet, when it is dark. 


Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing? It would be both a 


Sin and a Shame, Doctor. 


Faig. Here is twenty Lewis d'Ors, Joy, for your Shame; 
and I will give you an Abſolution ſor the Shin. | 
Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 
Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk ut—If you 


receive the Money before hand, *twill be Logice, a Bribe; 


but if you lay till afterwards, twill be only a Gratifica- 
tion. 

Gip.. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logic? But what 
muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your Prieſt, Gra; 
and your Conſcience 15 under my Hands, 

Gip. But ſhould I put the Count into the Cloſet 


Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 


Cloſhet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 
Gip . But if the Lady ſhould come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed ? | 
Feig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 
Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhould meet, Doctor: 
Foig. Vel den—the Parties muſt be reſponſible ——— 
Do you be gone after putting the Count in the Cloſet ; 


and leave the Shins wid themſelves ——1 will come with 


the Count to inſtru you in your Chamber. 
Gp. Well, Doctor, your R-ligion is fo pure——Me- 
thinks I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin atreſh 
with ſo much Security, that I'm reſolv'd to die a Martyr 
Here's the Key of the Garden-door ; come in 
the Back-way, when ?tis late I'll be ready to receive 
you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of 
my hand ; I'll lead you, and do you lead the Count, and 
follow me. [Exeunt, 
| Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. What Witchcr⸗ſt now have theſe two Imps of 
the Devil been a hatching here ?—There's . 
25 Ors; 
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d'Or: ; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe :—But I mull 
give room to my Betters, | | 


Enter Aimwell /-ading Dorinda, and making Loewe in 
dumb Shew— Mr. Sull, and Archer. 


5 Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, [To Archer. ] how d'ye like that 
iece? _ 

Arch. O, "tis L*da——You find, Madam, how Jupiter 

came diſpuis'd to make Love— 

Mrs Lal. But what think you there of Alexander's Bat- 

tles ? 

Arch. We want only a Le Pran, Madam, to draw 
reater Battles, and a greater General of our own— 
he Danube, Madam. would make a greater Figure in a 

Picture than the Granicus; and we have our Reme ies to 
match their Arbela. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Corner 

there? 

Arch. O, Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in bis Exile. 

Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, ſ-Bowing.] His 

Misfortune touches me. : 

Mrs. Sal. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amovurs ? 


Arch, There he has left us in the dark-—— He was too. 


much a Gentleman to tell. | 
Mrs, Sul. If be were ſecret, I pity him, 
Arth, And if he were ſucceſsful, 1 envy him, | | 


Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Ferns over the Chimney ? 


Arch. Venus 1-proteſt; Madam, I took it for your 
Picture; but now look again, 'tis not handſome enough. 


Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery !=—Tf you 


would fee my Pigure, there it 1s, over that Cabinet 
How d' ye like it? ; nd: 
Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 


leaſt Reſemblance of you—Bur methinks, Madam. 
He lobks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen three or four times, 


- 


by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? 
Mrs. Sal. A famous Hand, Sir. 
[Here Aimwell and Dorinda po of. 


Arch. A famous Hand, Madam :—Your Eyes, indeed, 


axe ſeatut'd there; but where's the ſparkling Moiſture, 
"'ſtiniog Fluid, in which they {ſwim ? The Picture, ts- 


de:d, 


b 
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deed, has your Dimples ; but where's the Swarm of kil” 
ling C:pids that ſhould ambuſh there? The Lips too are 
fire ſigur'd out: But where's the Carna ion Dew, the 
pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the Taite in the Original? 
Mrs. Sul Had it been my Lot to have ma:ch'd with 
ſuch a Man! | FAfede. 
Arch. Your Breaſts too; preſumptuous Man! what! 


pairt Heaven! Apropos, Madam, in the very next Pic- 


ture is Salmoneus, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning. 
for offering to imitate Joes | huuder; | hope you ſerv'd 
the Painter ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Sul. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ſhould employ their Lightning better. 

Arch. There's the fincit Bed in that Room, Madam; 
FE ſuppole tis your Ladyſhip's ;ed- chamber? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 

Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that I ever ſaw— 
J can't at this Diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the Figures 


af the Embroidery: Will you give me leave, Madam? 


Mrs Sul. The Devil take his Impudence Sure, it I 
gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it I have- 
a great mind to try, —— [ Going. Returns] Sdeath! what 
am [ doing ? —And alone too ! Siſter, Siſter, 

Arch, PU follow her cloſe 


For where 4 Frenchman-dur attempt to florm,. 
4 Briton,. ſure, may well the Work perform. | Going. 


Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 

Arch. O. Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I Was not 
a going: Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 

Scrub. A Guinea; hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh by 
this Light it is a Guigea; but 1 ſuppoſe you expect one- 
and- twenty Shillings in change. ks 

Arch. Not at #ll ;'I have'another for, Gip/ev. 
Scrub. A Guinea' for her! Fire and Faggot for the 
n give me that Guinea, and II diſcover a 

Ot. « 


cb. A plot? ; 


Scrub, Ay, Sir, a Plot; a horrid Plot——Firft, it mult 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's 'a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, - 
11. U 
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muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: And 


Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know what 
to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where there's a 
Prieft and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a 
Ridd'e—T his, I know, that here has been the DoQor 
with a Temptatlon in one Hand, and an Abſolution in 
the other, and Gip/ey has ſo'd herſelf to the Devil; I ſaw 
the Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. 

Arch. And 1s all this Buſtle about Gip/ey ? 

Scrub. That's not all; I could hear but a Word here 
and there; but I remember they mentioned a Count, a 
Cloſet, a Back-door, and a Key. 

Areb. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sal- 
ten ? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way; 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, 1 could not diſtin- 

uiſh, | 
J Arch. Vou have told this Matter to Nobody, Brother? 

Scrub. Told ! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
folv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con till we have 
a Peace. | 

Arch. You're 1'th* right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady.——The 
Prieſt and the Chamber-maid are Plenipotentiaries——Irt 
ſhall go hard, but I'Il find a Way to be included in the 
Treaty. Where's the Doctor, now ? | 

Scrub. He and G/p/ey are this Moment devouring my 
Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. - 

Aim. [| From without.) Martin, Martin ! | 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. N | 

Scrub. But you forget the other Guinea, Brother 
Martin. | 

Arch. Here I give it with all my Heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with a l my Soul. [\Exeunt feve- 
rally.] cod; I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gip/cy ? and 
if you ſhould ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two G 
will buy me off. dog , 1: {Batt 

Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting, 
Mrs. Sul. Well, Siler. | 4 
Dor. And well, Siiter.. 
| Mrs: 


uineas 
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Mrs. Sal. What's become of my Lord? 

Dor, What's become of his Servant ? 

Mrs, Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a finer 
Gentleman, by fiſty Degrees than his Maſter. 

Dor. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you could beg that 
Fellow at the Gallows foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I could, provided I could 
put a Friend of yours in his room. 

Dor. You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs. Sal. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl—What 
doſt mean ? You can't think of the Man without the Bed- 
fellow, I find. 

Dor. I don't find any Thing unnatural in that Thought; 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it 
muſt conform to the Humours of the Company. 

Mrs Sul. How a little Love and Converſation im- 
prove a Woman? Why, Child, you begin to live—you 
never {poke before. 


Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpcke to before: My Lord 


has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 

of my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man is ſin- 

cere. 5 
Mrs. Ful. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 


Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and 


ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 


ſhe that believes him in any hey elſe—But I'll lay you a 


Guinea that I had finer Things ſaid to me than you had, 
Dor. Done—W hat did your Fellow fay to ye? 


Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 


mine.— 
Dor. But my Lover took me for Yenus herſelf. 


Mrs. Sal. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me a 


Venus directly, I ſhould have believ'd him a Footman in 
good Earneſt, 
Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 
Der. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine iwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving Things. 
Mrs. Sz/: Ay, ay, mine had his moving Things too. 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand Times. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 

Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage, | 

Mrs. Sul. O Lard ! D'ye call that a moving Thing! 

Der. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Stiiter; 
— Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding here 
this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome ill- 
natur'd Clown like yours ;—— Whereas, if 1 warry my 
Lord Aimwell, there will be Title, Place, and Precc- 
gence, the Park, the Play, and the Drawing room, Splen- 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe, and Flambeaux —Hey, my Lady 
AimwelP's Servants th:zre—Li,bts, Lights to the Stairs — 
My Lady imcuell's Coach, put forward Stand by ; 
make room. tor her Lad) (hip Are not theſe Things 
moving? What! melancholy of a ſudden 2? 

Mrs, Sul. Happy. happy Siſter! Your Angel has b-en 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilt mine has flept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me! [7 erps. 

Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomethicg elſe, 

Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own myſelf a Woman, full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, ——eaſy and yieldin 


to ſofc Deſires, a ſpacious Heart, whe:e Love and all bis 


Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment of my 
Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? 
Dor. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe 2 


Mrs. Sul. Huiband ! No——Even Huſband is too ſoft. 


a Name for him. — But come, I expect my Brother here 
To-night or To-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 
married me; perhaps he'll find a Way to make me ealy. 

Der. Will you ' promiſe nat to make yourlelf eaſy in 


the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Sul. You.miſtake me, Siſter—It happens with us 
as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt 
Cowards: and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits eva- 


porate in Prattle, which might do more Miſchief if they 
took another Courſe T ho', to copfeſs the Truth, I 
do love that Fellow j5—— And if I met him dreſt as he 
ſhould be, and J undreſt as I ſhould be—Lcok'e, Siſter, 
J have no ſupernatural Gift; I can't ſwear I could 
reſiſt the Temptation, ——though I can ſafely promiſe to 

avoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of us can do. 
250 TY | bo TY Exeunt, 
Enter 
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Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

Arch. And the awkward Kindneſs of the good motherly 
old Gentlewoman 13 

Ain. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
'Sdeath, *tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. 

Aim. I can't ſtop ; for I love her to Diſtraction. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth beyond 
Diſcretion, you mult go no farther, ; 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or Wills, 
and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old Acquaintance, 
the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pocke's can't efford us 
a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Coxcomb 
for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
our ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
Club o'th' Reckoning: — Damn it, I had rather ſpunge 
upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohea ſcor'd be- 
hind the Door. 

Aim And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
Criticiſms, as we ſhould our want of Money by railing 
at the Government. 

Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whole five, 

Aim And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks — had we 
out- liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance,—— But 
now 

Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this—Strike 
while the Iron is hot This Prieſt is the luckieſt part of 
our Adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

4im. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be ſo 
fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady may 
be in Diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe, has a confounded Huſband, 
and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love— 


_ Egad, I have fo good an Opinion of her, and of myſelf, 


that | begin to fancy ſtrange Things! and we mutt fay 


this for the Honour of our Women, and indeed of our-. 
ſelves, 
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ſelves, that they do flick. to their Men, as they do to 
their Magna Charta. If the Plot lies as I ſuſpet——l 


muſt put on the Gentleman - But here comes the Doctor: 
] ſhall be ready. [ Exit, 


Enter F oigard. 

Foig. Saave you, noble Friend. 

Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may I crave 
your Name ? 

5 Foig Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard, 
oy 

"es Foigard ! A very good Name for a Clergyman : 
Pray, Doctor Eoigard, were you ever in Jre/and ? 

Foig. Ireland ! No, Joy ;—PFat ſort of a Plaace is dat 
ſaam Ireland! Dey ſay de People are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. 

Aim, And ſome of em here when they are old. 
as for Example [ Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, I 
arreſt you as a Traitor againit the Government ; you're a 
Subject of Eng and, and this Morning ſhew'd me a Com- 
miſſion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in the French 
Army : This is Death by our Law, and your Reyerence 
muſt hang for't. 

Foig Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange 
News you teil me, Fader Foigard a Sages of England! 
de Son of a Burgo-maſter of Brufſe]s a Subject of England! 
Uboobor ———— q 

Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Jre/and; Sir, your 
Fon will condema you. before any Bench in the King- 

om. | 

Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 

Aim. That's enough. 

Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpake Eugliſb no 
more. 

Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence—Here, Martin, you 
know this Fellow. | 
Enter Archer, 

Arch. [In a Brogue] Saave you my dear Cuſſen, how 
does your Health ? 

Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, 
and his Br:gue wall A. mine, [ Ade.] Mynhere, 1ck 
wet neat wait hey zacht, Ick Univer/ton ewe neat, ſacra- 
ment. 

Ain. 
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Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 
Foig. Faalh ! Fey, is dere Brogue upon my Faaſh too? 


Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere 1ſh Joy But, 
Cuſſen Mackfbane, vil you not put a Remembrance upon 
me ? 

Foig. Mackſhane ! By St. Patrict, dat is my Naame 
ſhure enough. [ {/ede. 

Aim. 1 tancy Archer you have it. 

Foig. Tte Devil hang you, Joy.—By fat Acquaintance 
are you my Cuſſen ? 

Arch. O, de Devil hang yourſhelf, Joy; you know 
we were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter- moder's Son was married upon my Nurſe's Chiſter, 
Joy, and ſo we are [rip Cuſſens. 

Fiig De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
School was it ? 

Arch. I think it vas—Aay—'twas Tipprrary, 

Foig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was Killenny. 

Aim. That's enough for us —- Self. confeſſion 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the 
next Magiſtrate. 

Arch, He ſends you to Gaol, you're tried next Aſſizes, 
and away you go (wing into Purgatory, 

Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſlen ? 

Arch. It will be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
mediately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. Gip- 

ſey——Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, take your 
Choice. 

Faig. The Gallows! Upon my Shoul I hate that ſhame 
Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Family.— 
Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs. Sul- 
len would ſpaak wid the Count in her Chamber at Mid- 
night, and dere is no harm, Joy, for I am to conduct 
the Count to the Plaſh myſelf. 

Arch, As I gueſs'd. Have you communicated the 
Matter to the Count ? 

Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince, 

Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor ;—you ſhall con- 
duct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 

Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shoul, 
gra, dat's too much upon the Brogue. 


Arch, 


62 The Beaux Stratagem. 


Arch. Come, come, Doctor? confider. we have got a 
Rope about our Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak; we'll 
ſtop your Wind-pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall have an- 
other Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 

Aim. Here's Company coming this Way, let's into my 
Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. | 

Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [ Exeunt. 
Foig. Arra the Devil taake our Relaſhion. 


Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, 
Gibbet at the eppoſite. 


Gib. Well, Gentlemen, 'tis a fine Night for our Enter- 
rize. 
l Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 

Bag. And Blows like the Devil; our Landlord, here, 
has ſhew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, and 
tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcot Cupboard in 
the Parlour, | : | 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag hot, as the Saying is, Knives 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankards.— 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upon 
as big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from his 
God-mother, and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toaſt, like an 
Eafi-India Ship, 


o 


Houn/. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair-head. , 


Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying 15——At one 


End of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 


Daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen As for the 
*Squire 

Gib. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half Seas over already—But ſuch a Parcel 
of Scoundrels are got about him there, that, I-gad, I 
was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Company. 
Bon. "Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is—Gentlemen, 
you mult ſet out at One. 

Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bag foot ſee our Arms fix'd, 
and 'I come to you preſently. 

Houn/. and Bag. We will. [ *xeunt. 
_ Gib, Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub is 
a Coward. 

Bon, A Chicken, as the Saying is—=—You'll have no 
Creature to deal with-but the Ladies, 


Gib. 
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Gb. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great deal 
of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; I am 
the moſt a Gentleman that Way that ever travelled the 
Road—But, my dear Borry, this Prize will be a Galleon, 
a Vigo Buſineſs —I warrant you we ſhall bring off three or 
four thouſand Pounds. 

Bon. In Plate, Jewels, and Money, as the Saying is, 
you may. 

. Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee; I'll get up to 
Town, fell off my Horie and Arms, buy mylelf ſome 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſt as e er a long Gown of 'em all, 

Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter Cherry 
for a Wife? 

G:h, Look'e, my dear Bonny Cherry is the Gedde)s I 
adore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man and 
Wife ſhould never have it in their Power to hang one an- 
other ; for if they ſhould, the Lord have Mercy opon 
em both. [ Excunt. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
III ITE ITIEtEIDLEEISEESL! 
14 N 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 
SCENE continues. Knocking without. 


Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Oming, coming A Coach and fix foaming 
| Horſes at this time o' Night! Some great Man, 
as the daying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other Peo- 
le. & g 
k Enter Sir Charles Freeman. . 
Sir Ch, What, Fellow ! A Public-houſe, and a- bed 
when other People ſleep ? 
Bon. Sir, I an't a-bed, as the Saying is. | 
Sir Ch. 1 ſee that, as the Saying is! Is Mr, Sullen's 
Family a-bed, think'e ? 1 
2 ons 


| 
| 
| 
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Bon, All but the *Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying is, 
he's in the Houſe, 

Sir Ch What Company has he? 

Ben, Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
 Exciſemao, the hunch- back'd Barber, and two or three 
other Gentlemen. 

Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true Pic- 
ture of her Spoule. 

| Enter Sullen drunk. 

Bon. Sir, here's the *Squire. 

Sul. The Puppies left me aſleep— Sir. 

Sir Ch, Well, Sir, 

Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man—I have three thou- 
ſand Pound a-Year, and I can't get a Man to drink a Cup 
of Ale with me. 

Sir Ch. That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir—And unleſs you have pity upon me, and 
ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt e'en go home to my 
Wife, and J had rather go to the Devil by half. 

Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your Wife 
to-night, ſhe'll be gone to bed—you don't uſe to lie with 
your Wife in that Pickle ? 

* Sul. What! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do you 
take me for an Atheitt, or a Rake ? 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
lie from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, Friend———But I am a Juſtice of 
Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 

Sir Ch. Law ! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, Nobody ob- 
ſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe for 
whom it was made, 


Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Gaol, 


you muſt lie there, my Friend. 
Sir Ch Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it, 
Su. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I married? Pn, 
Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, you 
muſt diſow it for a Law, | 
Sul. Eh !——I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir—— 
Put, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the Truth of 
this Matter, 
Sir Ch, Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 
Le that dare wade deep enough to find out the Bottom 
on't, 


e 
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on't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Under- 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. 
Sul. Look' e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea of 


Truth but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
Man to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in the 
County. | 

Bon. I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying is, 
talk ſo much betore. 

; Sul. Becauſe I never met with a Man chat I lik'd be- 
ore. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me aſk you one 
Queſtion : Are not Man and Wie one Fleſh ? 

Sir Ch, You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe——But rational Crea- 
tures have Minds that muſt be united. 

Sul. Minds! : 

Sir. Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that the 
Mind takes place of the Body ? 

Ful. In ſome People. 

Sir Ch, Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con- 
ſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me To-morrow—Oons, I 
always thought that we were naturally one, 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but I could 
not ſay ſo much if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sal. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir ? 

Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her To- morrow Morning, and a 
Veniſon-paſty into the Bargain. | 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Qgarrel with her For- 


tune — I only hate the Woman, Sir, and none but the 


Woman ſhall go. 
Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir — 
Sul. Can you play at Whiſk, Sir? 
Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 
Ful. Nor at All-foars ? 
Sir Ch, Neither. 
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Sul. Oons! Where was this Man bred ? [He] Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, Tis but two o'Clock. 

Sir Ch. For Half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe——Bat 
you muſt conſider tis lat-. | | 


— 


Sul. Late! that's the Re- ſon 1 can't go to Bed 


— : 


Come, Sir——— [ Exeunt. 


Enter Cherry, rans acroſs the Stage, and Kusch: at Aim- 
well's Chamber-acor. Enter A1mwell in his Night-cap 
and Gown 


Aim, What's the Matter? You tremble Child, you're 
frighted ! | 

Cher. No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this very 
Minute a Garg of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady 
Hountiful's Houle, | | 

Aim, How |! | 

Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very Door, and left 'em 
breaking in. ; | 

Aim, Have you alarm'd any Body elſe with the News ? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 


whole Plot, and twenty other Things, to your Man, 


Martin; but I have ſearch'd the whole Houſe, and can't 
find him; where is he? | 

Aim. No matter, Child; will you guide me immedi— 
ately to the Houle? | 

Cher With all my Hecht, sir; my Lady Bountiful 1s 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Aim. Porinda The Name inſpires me, the Glory and 
the Danger ſhall be all my own——Come, my Life, let 
me but get my Sword. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Brd-chamber in Lac Bountiful's 
Houſe. 


Fnter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, wndre/7'd ; a Table | oy 

Lights. | 

Dor. *Tis very late, Siſter, no News of your Spouſe 

det? 

Mrs, Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards 
Four, and then perhaps I may be executed with his Com- 
pauy. 

Dar. 


% 
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Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſt; 
you'll! go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do ; hey-ho! 

Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siler. 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter. | 

Dor. And might prove a critical Minute it the pretty 
Fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul, Here? what in my Bed-chamber, at two 
o'Clock th' Morning, I undreſs'd, the Family aileep, my 
hated huſband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at my Feet 
— O gad, Sitter. 

Dr. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow you 
— So, my Dear, good Night. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda—Thoughts 
free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him here, drets'd 
like a youthful, gay, and burn'ng Bridegroom, ¶ Here 
Archer fea/s out of the Cloſet] wich Tongue enchanting, 

Eyes bewitching, Knees imploring. [Turns a little on one 
fide, and fees Archer in * Poſture fhe deſeribes.] Ah! 
[ *hrieks, and runs to the other fide of the Stage. ] Have my 

Thoughts rais'd a Spirit — What are you, Sir, a Man 
or a Devil ? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. [ Ri/ing. 

Mrs. SI. How ſhall I be ſure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this Minute. | 

[Takes her Hand, | 

Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? _ | 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleate. | 

Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye ? | 

Arch, From the Skies, Madam—l'm a Jupiter in Love, 
and you ſhall be my Alcmena. | | 

Mrs. Sal. How came you in? | 

Arch. 1 flew in at the Window, Madam ; your Couſin 
Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venus has open'd 
the Caſement. | 

Mrs. Sz/. I'm ſtrack dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And | with Wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at her. 

Mrs. Su., What will become of me? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks !——the teeming jolly 
Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face, and when ſhe was 
conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look'd on Lillies— 

Vol. II. O Lilies 
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Lillies x: qa their White, their fragrant Charms, 


bes the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 


Mrs. Sul. Ah! [Shrieks.] | 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll raiſe 
the Houſe. ; | 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear this — 
What! Approach me with the Freedoms of a Keeper !— 
I'm glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch, If this be Impudence, [ Kucels] I leave to your 

artial ſelf ; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, painful 
Vans. e'er bow'd before his Saint with more Devotion. 

Mrs. Sal. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. [ 4/iae.] 
Riſe thou proſtrate Engineer, not all thy undermining 
Skill ſhall reach my Heart. Riſe, and know I am a Wo- 
man without my Sex; I can love to all the Tenderneſs 
of Wiſhes, Sighs, and Tears — But go no farther—Still 
to convince you that I'm more than Woman, I can ſpeak 
my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for you—But— 

Arch, For me! 2 [ Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, bulid not upon that for my 
molt mortal hatred follow, if you diſobey what I com- 
mand you now—lea e this Minute If he demies, 
I'm lolt. | [ A/ide. 

Arch. Then y promiſe | 

Mrs Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 

Mrs. Sul. To-morrow, when you will. . 

Arch, Your Lips mult ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw? 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, IK, her.] Raptures 
and Paradiſe! And why not now, my Angel? The Time, 
the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all conſpire And the 
now conſcious Stars have pre- ordain'd this Moment for 
my Happineſs. [7 akes her in his Arms. 

Mrs. Sal. You will not, cannot, ſure. 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 


tals of To-morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my 


Joys. 
Mrs. Sa“. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 
Arch My Sex's Strength help m 
-Mr:. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt, 
* Arch, 


[ Runs to ber. ; 


Mr 
Fello! 
Scr. 
Marre 
Ar. 
Scr. 
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Houſ 
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Arch. I'll die with you. [Carrying her «ff. 
Mrs. Sul. Thieves, Thieves, Murder WE 
Enter Scrub in his Breeche , ard one Shoe. 
Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Popery ' 
Arch Ha! the very timorous Stag will kinn 

time. [ Draws ani ers t ft 
8 Scrub. [ Kneeling.] O pray, Sir, ipaie ail I have, 2 

take my Life. | 
Mrs. Sul. [Holding Archer's Hand.] What does the 
| Fellow mean ? 
Scrub. O, Madam, down upon your Knees, your 
| Marrow-bones—— he's one of them. 


Arch. Of whom? 

Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pardon, one of 
5 the honelt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke into the 
| Houſe. 


Arch. How! | 

Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch, Indegd 1 did, Madam, but I wou'd have taken 
„ nothing ' but what you might very well ha' ſpar'd ; but 
your crying Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, and 
ſo he takes em for granted. | 

Scrub. Granted ! *tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 

Mrs. Sa. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub, Oons, Madam, they're broke into the Houſe 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves! x 

Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think fo. 

Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir? 
| Arch, Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night, 
| Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your immor- 
| tal Hatred, | 
| Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir [Takes hold of him. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be raviſh'd 
You ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one way or 
other; but take this by the way, good Madam, that 
none but a Fool will give you the Benefit of his Courage, 

O 2 unleſs 
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unleſs you'll take his Love along with it How are they 
.arni'd, Friend ? 

Scrub. With Sword and Piitol, Sir. 

Arch. Huſh !—I ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro' the 
Gallery—Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, or loſe 
any Lite. 3 75 

Mrs Sul. Your Life ! no, Sir, they can rob me of No- 
thing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let 
me intreat you to be gone. X 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, for 
the Sake of yours; I'll work by. Stratagem : Have you 
Courage _ to ſtand the Appearance of 'em. 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, fince 1 have ſcap'd your Hands, 
J can face any thing. | m7 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 
ane ? 

Scrub, Eh! my dear Brother, let me kifs thee. 


a Le. Ar cher. 
Arch. This way — Here 
151 [ Archer and Scrub bige behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet, <vith a dark Lanthorn in one Hand, and 
| 2 Piftol in other. 
Gib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sal. Who ae you, Sir? What wou'd you have ? 
D'ye come to rob me ? 
 Gib, Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger Brother, Madam; Day, ſo, Madam, if you make 
a Noiſe, III ſhoct you through the Head: But don't be 
afraid, Madam, [| Laying his Lanthorn and Pifio! upon the 
Table] 1 hele Rings, " Ina don't be concern'd, Ma- 
dam; | have a profound Reſpect for you, Madam, your 
Keys, Madam ; don't be N Madam, I'm the 
moſt of a Gentleman: [Searching her Packets.) This 
Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to any Lady! I 
have a Veneration—for this Necklace [Here Archer 
baving come round, and ſeiz'd the Piſtol, takes Gibbet by 
2 2 tr ps up bis Hiels, and claps the Piſtol to bis 
reaſl. 3 ü 
Arch. Hold, prophane Villain, and take the Reward, 
of thy Sacrilege. 3 | 
Gib. Oh! Ny. Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar d. 
x + -— | Arch, 
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Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub ? 

Scrub. Five-and-forty, Sir. 8 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him out 
of the way. | 

Gib. Hold! hold! Sir; we are but three, upon my 
Honour. 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub. Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 1 

Arch. Run to Gig/ey's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 

ws Scrub, running. 

Come, Rogue, if yon have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to fay Prayers for us on theſe 
Orcaſions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: — You fright 
me as much as him. 1 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the Oc- 
raſion of my Diſappointment——Sirrah, this Moment is 
your laſt, 


Gib. Sir, I'll give you Two hundred Pounds to ſpars 


my Life. 


Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal? 
Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command Four hundred; but I 
mult reſerve two of em to ſave my Life at the Seſſions. 
Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, Doctor: I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him,-—Lay hold of him. 
[Foigard /ays hold Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already 


Look'e, Doctor; you come betore your time; I a'n't 


"condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 


Foig, Come, my dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body and 
your Shoul too; 1 will make you a good Catholic, and 
give you an Abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor? | 

Foi . No, Joy —— 
Gb. Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 

il. 
Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him: 


Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiit, ſhoot him thro? 
| the 
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the Head, and come back to us with all the Speed youcan, 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 
and lll guard him. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 6 
—[ Shriehing «without. | 
*Sdeath ! the Rogues are at work with the other Ladies? 
—]m vex'd I parted with the Pillcl; but I mult fly to 
their Afitance—Will yon ſtay here, Madam, or venture 
yourſelf-with me? f 8 - 

Mrs, Sul. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

3 by [Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


80 E NE changes to another Apartment in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful, and Bagſhot 
hauling in Dorinda; the Rogues with Swords drawn. , 


Haun. Come; come, your Jewels, Mittreſs. 


Bag. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman. 
* fn, nter Aimwell and Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an Arm 
in ſuch a Cauſe. [ He engages em both, 
| JH O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the brave 
an | 
L. Boun, There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hall; but they won't draw. Pl go {etch one however, 


* 4 | | Exit, 

Enter Archer and Irs, Sullen, 

-  * Arch; Hold, hold, my Lord:; every Man his Bird. 
play. [Toy engage Man to Man; the: Rogues are throun 
down and dijſerm'd.- 

Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll impeach 

my Father! I muſt give him timely Notice, | Runs out. 

Arch, Shall we kill the Rogues? | 

Arch. No, no; we'll bind them, ; 

Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter, 

To Mrs. Sullen, who flands by him. 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he hghts, loves, 
and banters all in a Breath: Here's a Cord that the 
Rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to 
hang himſelf Come, my Lord, — this is but a ſcan- 
dalous ſort of an Office, [ Binding the Rogues together.] if 
our Adventures ſhould end in this ſort of . 

WO TK; 
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work; but I hope there is nana, in proſpect that 


[ Enter Serub.] Well, Scrab, have you ſecur'd your Tartar? 

Scrub. Ves, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſputing 
about Religion. | 

Aim And pray c rry theſe Gentlemen to reap the Be- 
neht of the Controverly, [Delivers the Priſoners to Scrub, 
ab leads em o. 83 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 

Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here? 

Mrs, Sul. ]'ll tell you the. greateſt piece of Villainy— 

| " [They talk in dumb Sheaw, 

Aim. 1 fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſsful 
in your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers, 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours 1s the prin- 
cipal.—Preſs her this Minute to marry you —now while 
ſhe's hurried between the Palpitation of her Fear, and 
the Joy of her Deliverance, now while the Tide of her 


Spirits are at Hign-flood ;— —throw yourſelf at her Feet, 


ſpeak ſome romantic Nonſenſe or other ;- addreſs her, 


like Alexander, in the height of his Viftory, confound 


her Senſes, bear down her Reaſon, and away with her: 
he Prieſt is now in the Cellar, and dare not refuſe 
Exer Lady Bountiful, 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd ? 


Arch, You a Lover! and not find a way to get off— 
Let me ſee. 3 | 


Aim. You bleed Archer. | 

Arch. Sdeath, I'm g'ad on't; this Wound will do the 
Bufineſs — I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs, Sullen about 
dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Dorinda. | 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
wou'd be gratified for the Services 
Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for Com- 
pliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 

L. Boun. and Mrs. Sul. How ! wounded ! 

Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 

Aim, None but what you may cure ' 

[ Makes Lowe in dumb Sbeau. 

L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir — muſt have ſome 

Powder-ſugar to ſlop the Blood O me! an ugly Gaſh 


upon my Word, Sir, * 15 go into Bed. * 


r . ⁵˙ A A Ar — r . 
8 . 4 . 
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Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 
Madam, [To Mrs, Sullen] will you-do me the Favour to 
conduct me to a Chamber? 

L. Beun. Do, do, Daughter. — while I get the Lint, 
and the Probe, and Plaiſter ready, 

[ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your Mo- 
ther's Commands ? 

Mrs. Sal. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
confidence to aſk me? 

Arch. And if you $0 to that, how can you, after what 
is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me ?—— Was not this 
Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life expos'd for 
your protection ?—Look'e, Madam, I'm none of your 
romantic fools, that fight Giants and Monſters for No- 
thing; my Valour is downright Swi; I am a Soldier 
of Fortune, and myſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sz“. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid me 
With your Services, 

Arch, "Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward 'em. er | 

Mrs, Sl. How ! at the Expence of my Honour. 

Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingratitude ? 
If you would deal like a Woman of Honour, do like a 
Man of Honour: D'ye think I would deny you in ſuch 
a Caſe? | 

Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, tha 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs Sal. My Brother! Heavens be prais'd — Sir, he 
ſhall thank you fur your Services; he has it in his Power, 

Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir CG. Freeman !/—— You'll excuſe me, Sir; 
1 muſt go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hell! My 
old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs 4imwel! has made good 
uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſouze into the 
Sea, like an Ediftone. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes ty the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Aimwell azd Dorinda. 


Der. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; 
| your 
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dur late generous Aclion will, I hope, plead for my 
— yielding; tho' I muſt on, your Lordſhip had a 
Friend in the Fort before 


Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tongue 


Here, Dafor 
Euter Foigard. with a: Book... 

Foig. Are you a boat? 

Der. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word I 
have a frightful Example of a haſty Matriage in my 
own. Family; when I refle& upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, 
my Lord, covſider a little | 

Aim, Conſider! Do you doubt my Honour, or my Love? 

Der: Neither : I do believe you equally Juſt as Brave 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to chuſe, I 
ſhould not caſt a Look upon the Multitude if you were 
abſent—But, my Lord, l'm a Woman; Colours, Con- 
cealments may hide a thovſand Faults iv me Therefore 
know ine better firit ;, I hardly dare affirm I knew my- 
ſelf in any thing except my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodne(s who could injure ! I find myſelf un- 
equal to the Taſk of Villain; ſhe has gain'd my Soul, and 
made it honelt like her own—1 cannot. hurt her { {fide} 
Doctor, retire. ¶Hxic. Foigard,] Madam, bebotd: your 
Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my Paſſion by 
my Converſion I'm all a Lie, nor dare I give a Fic- 
tion ta your Arms; I'm all a Counterfeit, except my 
Paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it, Heaven? A Couuterfeit! 

Aim, 1 am 10 Lord, but a. poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
Fortune: —— But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon 
have ſo won me from myſelf, that, like a truſty Servant, 
I prefer the Intereſt of wy Miftreſs to my own. | 

Dor. Sure, I have had the Dream of ſome poor Mart- 
ver, a ſleeping [mage of a welcome Port, bd wake in- 
volv'd in Storms.—Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I-uſurp'd, but 
Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty - Once I was proud, Sir, of 
your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that yau 
want it: Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly levell'd, 
and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


O 5 Fniter 


— 
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Euler Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who a b 
pers Dorinda. | 


Your Pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir.— 
"You muſt excuſe me—['Il wait on you preſently. | 
- Exit with Gipſey. tc 
Foig. Upon my Shoul; now, dis is fooliſh, [Exit. 01 
Aim. Gone! and bid the Prieſt de part It has an omi- 
nous Look. 5 

' Enter Archer. j 

Arch, Courage, Tom——— Shall I wiſh you Joy? o 

Aim. No. „ 

Arch. Oons !' Man, what ha' you been doing ? 

Aim. Oh, Archer, my Honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 

Arch, How! © 4 3 

Aim. I have diſcover'd myſelf. 

Arch, Diſcover'd ! And without my Conſent ? What! 
| Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the ſame Bottom 
8 and you diſpoſe of all without my Partner- 

ip f 
n Aim. O, Archer, I own my Fault. 
l Arch. After Convittion—'Tis then too late for Pardon 
i You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you pro- 
U os'd this Folly As you begun, ſo end it Henceforth 
'Il hunt my Fortune ſingle — 80 farewel. 
Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. N 
Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at !— No! I would ſooner change Conditions 
with the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than | 
bear one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight that once F 
treated as my Equal. | 


nm | aw”. 


„ -o ' 


Aim. What Knight!” | | 

Arch, Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that I 
had alm-ſt—But no matter for that, 'tis a curſed Night's 
Work, and fo I leave you to make the belt on't. 
Aim. Freeman /—— One Word, Archer. Still I have 


Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my.Confeflion with plea- d 
ſure. | | | | : h 
Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? ; ſe 


Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and fill I dare 
b:lieve ſhe will be juſt. - 3 
| reb 
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6 Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhould have 
cen, 

Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmilling comes, 

Enter Dorinda mighty 

Dor, Come, my dear Lord "of = with Impatience 
to your Arms.—'The Minutcs of = Abſence was a tedi- 
ous Year. Where's this Prieli ? 

Enter Foigard. 

Arch. Oons, A brave Girl! 

Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman ls privy to 
our Affairs? 

Arch, Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your F 8 

Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. | 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte; couple 'em any way. 
[Tates Aimwell's Hand.] Come, Madam, . 'm to give 


"Hd My Mind's alter'd ; I won't. 

Arch, Eh | 

Aim. I'm confounded. 

Fiig.. Upon my: Shoul, and ſo is myſhelf, 

- Arch) What's the Matter now, Madam, » 

Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves an- 
other. — This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to 
hide nothing from me; my Juſtice engages me to 
conceal nothing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the 


Perſon that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the 


Lord Viſcount Aimavell, and 1 wiſh your Lordſhip Joy, 
Now, Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now 

leay/d with the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in che 
Face of the World. 


Aim. Arther, What does ſhe mean? 


Dor, Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 
Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh. you Joy. 

Aim. Of what? : 

Sir. Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate. Your. Brother 
died the Day before I left Londan; and all your Eriends 
have, writ after you to Brufel: ; _— the reſt I did my- 
ſelf the Honour. | 

Arch. Heark'e,. Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? 

ö ws Ch. *Tis Truth, upon my Honour, * 
5 im. 
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Ain. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
Accident. | 

Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought it 
forth; away with it. | | 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 

the Prize [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 

Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, I wiſh 
= Joy. I gad, Sir: Freeman, you're the honeſteſt 

ellow living —'Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely airy upon 
this Matter — My Lord, how d'ye ? A Word, my 
Lord: Don't you remember ſomething of a previous 
Agreement, that entitles me to the Moiety of this Lady's 
Fortune, which, I think, will amount to five thouſand 
Pounds ? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer : You would ha' cut my 
Throat juſt now, becauſe | would not deceive this Lady. 

Arch. Ay, and Ill cut your Throat Rill, if yau ſhould: 
deceive her now. we 

Aim, That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is Fen thouſand Pounds, we'll di- 
_ Stakes ; take the Ten thouſand Pounds, or the 

Die. How | is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent ? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
well, that I'll take the Money; I leave you to his Lord- 
hip, fo we're both provided for. 

Enter Foigard, f 
Foig, Arah fait, de People do ſay you be all robb'd, 
Oy. 
im The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir, as 
ou law. 
a Foig. Upon my Shoul our Inn be rob too. 

Aim. Our Inn! By whom? 

Foig. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da Money. | 

Arch. Robb'd himſelf ! 

Feig. A fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 

Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred Pounds 

Foig. Yes fait Honey, that I did owe to him. 


Ain. Our Money's gone, Frank. 
Arche 
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Areb. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
Scavez wous queigue choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry? 

Enter a Fellow with a Cee Box and a Letter, 

Fel, Is there one Martin here? 

Arch. Ay, ay,—who wants him? 

Fel. I have a Box here and a Letter for him. 

Arch. [Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here 
Legerdemain - by this Light, my Lord, our Money again 
hut this uaſolds the Riddle. [Opening the Letter, reads.] 
Hum, hum, hum——O, 'tis for the public Good, agd: 
muſt be communicated. to the Company. 


Mr. Martin, 
MY Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the Rogues 
that are taken to-night, is gone off; but i you can: 
procure bim a Pardon, bel mate great Diſcoveries that may 
be uſeful to the Country : Could I have met yen inſtead of - 
your Maſter to night, I would have deitver'd myjelf into. 
your Hands, with a Sum that much exceeds that in your 
firong Box, aubich I have ſent you, with an Aſſurance to 
my dear Martin, that Ih ever be his moſt — Friend 
till Death, Cherry Boniface. 


Tphere's a Billet-doux for you As for the Father, I think. 


he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daughter 
Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take her into her 
Service inſtead of Gipfey. | | 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance was 
ewing to her Diſcovery. | 
Dor. Your Command, my Lord; will do without the 
Obligation. ll take care of her. | 

Sir Cg. This good Company meets opportunely in fa» 
vour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunzte 
Siſter: 1 intend to part her from. her Huſband=-Gentle- 
tlemen, will you aſſiſt me? 

Arch. Aſſt you | Sdeath, WhO would not ? 

Feig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we'll all aſhiſt. 

Enter Sullen. A. 

Sul. What's all this 2 They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. | 

Mrs. 8“. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it Had 
not theſe two Gentlemen interpos d. - 

Su/, How came theſs Gentlemen here ? 


Mrs. Sul. 


Mrs: $u 
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Mrs. Sul; That's his way of n. Thanks, you 


muſt know. 

Fog, Ay, but upon my Conſhience. de Queſtion be 
apropo for all dat. 

Sir Ch, You. promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your Lady to me this We 

Sul. Hump. 

Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph? 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her: Iu ſhort, Sir, we have ſav'd 
you and your Family; and if you are not civil, we'll un- 

ind the Rogues, join with "ls and ſet Fire to your 
Hob ade the Man me Not part with his Wife! 

Faig. Arah, not part wid your Wife l Upon my Shoul 
de Man doſh not underſtand common Shivility. 

Mrs, Sul, Hold, Gentlemen, a'l Things here mat 
move by Conſent; Compulſion would ſpoil us: Let my 
Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall judge it. 
between us, 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges :—— 
Pray, Sir, who are you ? 

Sir Co. I am Sir Charles Freeman come to take away 
your Wife. 

Sul. And you, good Sir b. 

Aim. Charles Fan Aimævell, come to take n_ 
your Siſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Frantis Archer, Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away myz Mother, I hope Gentlemen, 
you are heartily welcome: I never met with three more + 
obliging People fince I was born—And now, my De, 
if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 


* Arch. And the laſt for five Pounds. LAAbur. 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. 3+ | 
Sul. Rib. (341 


Mrs. Sal. How long have you been married? . 
Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Months; but by my 
Account, fourteen Vears. 
Mrs. 7. Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 
Foig. 3 my Conſhience dere Accounts vil agree. 
Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for ? 
Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. _- 
Sir Gy. And have 1 facceeded ?- T7 24 f 
1 . 
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Sul. No. | 

Arch. The Condition fails of his Side,-Pray, Madam, 
what did you marry for ? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by the 
2 of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an agree» 


able Society. 

Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd 2. 

Mrs. Sul. No. | | 

Fog. Arah, Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe 

Sir Ch, What are the Bars to your mutual Contents. 
ment ? - 
_ Sul. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with 

m. 

Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I dance with you. . 

Mrs. Sul. J hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 

Mrs. Sul. Vour Silence is intolerable. 

Su. Your Prating is worſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart ? 

Sul. A frightful Gobling to the Sight. 

Mrs. Sal. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 

Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the Taſte. #4 

Mrs. Sul. Is there on Earth a Thing we can agree in 2: 

Sul. Yes to part. | 

Mrs. Sul. With all my Heart. 

Sul. Your Hand, 

Mrs. Sul. Here. | 

Sul. Theſe Hands: join'd us, theſe ſhall part us———- 
Away | | 

Mrs. Sul. North, 

Sul, South. 

Mrs, Sul. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt; far as the Poles aſunder. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, a very pretty Sheremony. 

Sir Ch Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only mySifter's . 
Fortune to make us eaſy, 

Sul. Sir Charles,” you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune ; every one to his Fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't refund? 

1 Sul. 
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Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. What is her Portion? 

Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pounds, Sir. 
Arb. I'll pay it: my Eord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall: go home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has rea ſtrangely lucky to us 
all—For Captain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sullen, with your Study and Eſcri:ore, and has taken 
out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles of 


Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, 'Re- - 


ceipts, to an infinite Value; | took 'em from him, and 
I deliver them to Sir Ch. re. 
( Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments, 

Lul. How, my Writings ! my Head akes conſumedly. 
— Well, Gentlemen, you ſhail have her Fortune, but [ 
can't talk, If you have a mind. Sir Charles, to be merry, 
and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding and my Divorce. you 
may command my Houſe! but my Head akes conſun- 
edly :—Scrub, bring me a Dram. | 

Arch. Madam [70 Mrs. Sull ] there's a Country-dance 
to the Trifle that I ſung to-day ; your Hand, and we'll 

lead it up. 
Here a Dance. | 

Arch. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe Parties 
is the better pleas d, the Couple join'd, or the Couple 
parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted Happi- 
neſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an expe- 
rienc'd Miſery. 


Both happy in thiir ſeveral States, wwe find: 

T hoſe parted'by Conſeut, and theſe conjoin'd. 

Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee ; 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The End of the Fifth ACT: 
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EPILOGUE. 


Deſign- d to be ſpoke in the Beaux Stratagemi 


T* to our Play your Fudgment can't be hind, 


Let its expiring Author Pity find : 
Survey its mand Caſe with melting Eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damm d before he dies. 
Forbear you Fair, on his laft Scene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown; © 
Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
The dreadful Knell, while your applauſe he hears. 
At Leuctra /o the Congu'ring Theban / a, 
Claim d his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Peas d in the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Lo of Lift but cheaply bought. 
The Difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, 
As brave, tho" not /o gay, as Serjeant Kite: 
Ye Sons of Wills, toha:”'s that to thoſe who write ! 
To | hebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, 
You may the Bard above the Hero * | 
Cince yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 


SONG 


SONG of a Trirle. 
Sung by Archer in the Third Af, 


Trifling. Song you ſhall bear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended. 
All Triſſing People draw near, 
And I hall be nobly attendees. 


* 


Wire it not for Trifles, a ftw, 


That lately have come into Play 
The Min would want ſemething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes Men trifle in Dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the A ha 
Admire, by 27 % . WA 
ri 


That eminent 4 eau. 


1 . A Arme. - , TIE RE» 5 
] ben ibe Lover his Moments has trifled, 


The Trifle of. Triſſes to gain: 
No ſooner the Virgin is rid. 
But a Trifile ſhall part em again. 


What mortal Man would be able 


At White's Haff an Hour to ft? 
Or who could bear a Tea table, 


+ Without ta fing of Trifles for Wit 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 

Gold Keys are ub 1 rifles, xe fee : 
bite Rods are no Trifies, I m ſures, 
batever their Bearers may be. 


But 


BUYS 


E 


Bat if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly brezd, 
The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Triſlis indeed. 


A Coach with fix Fortmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nir Sin : 

But, ye Gods ! how oft do wwe find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within ? 


A Flaſk of Champaign, People think it 
Tri e, or ſometbiug as bad : 

But if you'll contrive how to arink it, 
Tell find it no Trifle egad. 


A Parſon's à Triſile at Sea, 
A Widew's a Trifle in Sorrow ? 
A Peace it a Trifle to-day, 
Who kniws what may happen to-morrow, 


A Black Coat a Trifle may cloak, 

Or to hide it, the Red may endeavour ? 
But if once the Army is broke, 

We ſpall have mire Trifiles than ever. 


The 8 tage is a Trifle, they /ay, 
The Reaſon, pray carry along, 


Becauſe at ev 


The Heuje . 


But with People's Malice to Trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot: 

The Author of this is a 1rifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle to baot. 


ry new Play, 
4 with Trifies ſo throng, 


FINIS. 
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Alſo Mr. Wildman's Method of raiſing Bees, and of ac- 
quiring large Quantities of Wax and Honey, without de- 

roying thoſe laborious Inſes. To which is now firſt 
. added, the Gardener's Kalender, calculated for the uſe of 
Farme's and Country Gentlemen ; containing an ample 
account of the Work neceſſary to be done every month 
in the Year, in the Nurſery, and. Ki:chen Gardens. II- 
luſtrated with a great variety of copper- plates, exhibit- 
biting all the inſtruments uſed in Huſbandry ; partica- 
larly thoſe lately invented, and preſented to the Socie- 
ty for the encouragement of Arts, &c. in London. By 
a Society of Gentlemen, Members of the Society on 
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the Encouragement of Arts, &. The ſecond edition, 
enlarged and improved, price 11. 5s. | 

11. Dr. Prieſtly on Electricity, 11. 1s. 

12. Heiſter's General Hiſtory of Surgery, 11. 1s. 

13. Anſon's Voyage, with cuts\and maps, 11. 1s. 

14. Beggar's Opera, with the muſic in ſcore, 28. 6d. 

Alezander's Feaſt, Semele, ; 
L'Allegro ed il Penſeroſo, ( By Fred. Handel, Eſq; 
Occaſional Oratorio, 1s. each. 
Solomon, Suſanna, Joſhua, 

15. Ferguſon's Aſtrocomy, 9s, 

16. Foote's Plays, 2 vols. 145. 

17. Salmon's Geographical Grammer, 6s, 

18. Gordon's Geographical Grammar, 5s. 

19 Uring's Voyages and Travels, 5s. 

20. Addiſon's Miſcellanies, 4 vols, 208. 

21. Dramatic Works of A. Hill, Eſq; with Love- 
letters of the Author, 2 vols. 10s. 

22. Tour through Spain and Portugal, 5s. - 

23, Compleat Houſewife, with plates of different 
courſes, and bills of fare for every month in the year, 5s. 

24. Fielding's Plays, 3 vols. 158. * 

25. Baſkerville's Congreve, 3 vols. cuts, 11, 1s. 

26. Bailey's Engliſh Dictionary, 6s. 

27. Life of the Duke of Marlborough, illuſtrated 
with Maps, Plans of. Batiles, Sieges, and Medals, By 
Thomas Lediard, Eſq; 2 vols. 12s” 

28. Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, with Hayman's cuts, 
and notes by Dr. Newton, 2 vols. 128. 

29. Regained, 2 vols. 10s. 
30. Cole's Latin and Engliſh Dictionary, 6s. 
31. Boyer's French and Engliſh Dictionary, 7s. 
32. Grey's Hudibras, 2 vols. 148. 

33. 3 Thomas a Kempis, 4s. 

34. Every Man his own Lawyer, 6s. 

35 Marſhall on Sanctication, 3s. 

36. Dr. James's Diſpenſatory, 3d edit. 6s. 

37. Fielding's Works. with his life, by Mr. Murphy, 


$ vo's. 21, 88. 2 30 
38 Kimber's Baronets of England, 3 vols. 11. 1s. 

39. Mrs. Glaſs's Cookery, 5s. 
40. Eſſays Medical and Experimental, by T. Percival, 
M. D. F. R. S. 3s. | 
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41. Dyche's Engliſh Diꝗdionary, 6s. 

42. Bladen's Cœſar's Commentaries, cuts, 5s. 

1013 Baily's Ovid's Metamorphoſis, Latin and Eng- 
iſh, 6s. 

44. Johnſon's Dictionary of the Engliſh Language, 2 
vols. 10s. | 

45. Capell's Shakeſpeare, 10 vols. 21. 28. 

46. Johnſon's Shakeſpears, 8 vols. al. 8s. 

47. Wells's Dionyſius, with maps, 38. 6. ; 

48. The Hiſtory of inland Navigations, and particu- 
larly thoſe in «© hethire, Lancaſhire, Staffordſhire, Derby- 
ſhire; &c: with the intended one from Leeds to Liver- 
pool, in 2 parts, price 2s. 6d. each, illuſtrated with ge- 
ographical plans of the different Navigations. 

45. Chambaud's French Exerciſes, 289 

50, ———— Rudiments of the Fre: ch. Fongue, 28. 
. $51 Macbride's Medical and Philoſc, hie] Eilays, g5. 

52. Muller on Fortifica ion, with p.a es, 6s. 

53. Palermo's Italian Grammar, 55 

54. Smollet's Travels, 2 vols. 103. 

55. Beggar's Opera Songs, with muſic for harpfi- 
chord, violiog or German- flute, 1s, 6d. | 

56, Anſon's Voyage round the World, by Walter, 
with maps, 6s. ; 

57. Treatiſe on Opium, by G. Young, M. D. 3s. 6d. 
53. Kilm's Travels into North America, 2 vols. cuts, 
126. 

59. Theobald's Shakeſpeare, 8 vols. cuts, 11. 8. 

60 Fortunate Country Maid, 2 vols, 6s. 

61. The Prater, by Nicholas Babble, Eſq; 3s. 

62, Antigallican, or Adventures of, H, Cobham, 
K | 

3 of Owen Gwin Vaughan, Eſq; 
2 vols. 6s. | 

64. Sir John Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 vols. 6s. 

65, Miiton's Paradiſe Loft, with cuts, 35. Ed. 

66. Dr. Smollett's Quixote, plates, 4 vols. 128. 

67 The Works of Mr, G. Farquhar, 2 vols, 6s. 

68. Sir Rich. Steele's Dramatic Works, 28. Gd. 

69, Kimber's Peerage of England, with plates of arms 
ſupporters, &c. &c. 3s. 6d. 8 a 

70. ———Pc.erage of Scotland, with arms, &c. 3s. 6d. 
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72, Dr. Croxall's Æſop, 3s. 
73. Fine Lady, by the Author of Miſs Melmoth, 
2 vols. 6s. | | 
74. "Ovid's Art of Love, 3s. 
75. Mrs. Tereſia Conſtantia Philips, 38. vols. gs. 
76. Dramatick Works of N. Rowe, Eſq; 2 vols. 6s. 
fa. Poems, by Mrs. Tollet, viz. A. Boleyn, &c. 28. 
81. Letters of Abelard and Heloite, with Eloiſa to 
Abelard, by Mr Pope, 1s. 6d. ſewed. 
82. Ibe ſame book on fine paper, with elegant 
plates, 28. Gd. bound. 
83. Fielding's Tom Jones 4 vols. 128. 
84. Otway's Dramatick Works and Love-Letters, 
3 vols. 9s. | ; 
85. Henrietta, by Mrs. Lenox, 2 vols. 6s. 
86. Memoirs of the Counteſs Berci; tranſlated by 
Mrs. Lenox, 2 vols. 6s. | 
£7, Shakeſpeare's Works, q vols. 16s. 
88. The Fair Cireaſſian, a dramatic performance, 
with cuts, by Dr. Croxall, is. 
89. Unfaſhionable Wife, 2 vols. 6s. 
go. Philips's Splendid Shilling, 1s. or all his Poems, 
with cuts, 28. 6d. bound. | 
91. Barrow's Navel Hiſtory, with 22 maps, naval 
engagements, heads, &c. 4 vols. 125. | | 
92. N Compleat Letter-Writer, 28. 
93. Mrs. Centlivre's Plays, 3 vols. 9s. 
94. Cibber's Plays, 5 vols. 158. 
9. Browne's Roman Hiſtory, for ſchools, 28 
96. Martin's Gazetteer, with ſeven maps, 3s 6d 
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